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THE 


TEMPLE 
DEATH 


N thoſe cold Climates where the Sun appears 
| ketey and hides his face in tears, 

A dreadful Vale lies in ZDeſart-Ifle, 

On which indulgent Heaven did never ſmile; i 


There a vaſt Grove of ' aged Cypreſs Trees, 
Which none without an awful borrout ſees; 


B | In 


8 "'p O- M$ 
Into its wither'd arms' depriv'd of leaves, 
Whole flocks of ill- preſaging | Birds receives z 
Poyſons ae all the plants the ſoyl will dear, 
And Winter'is the only ſeaſon there. 
' Millions of graves cover the ſpacious field, 
And ſprings of blode # thouſand Rivers yield, 
Whoſe ſtreams gPFFeſt 1 with carcaſs und bones, 
Iaſteal of gentle urmyes, pour forth groans. 
Within this Vale a famays Temple ſtands, 
Old ag Unzuesle which it co $3.5” 
F oung is3cs figure, and fort Ws 
Divide the World by order of the Fates, 

There come.in erapdsdoomd to one common. g grave 

The young, the 01d, the Monarch ang. the Slaves 
N11 ag2,and pains which Mankind mgpſt deplores, 
Are faithful Keepers gf. thoſe ſacreg:dgors g 
All clad in mournfuk blacks, which alſo logd 
The ſacrzd walls of this obſcure abode, 

«And 


Upon ſeveral Occafions; : 
And Tapers of a pitchy ſubſtance made; 
With clouds of ſmoak increaſe the diſmal | ſhace. 
A Monfter void of Reaſon and of Sight, - | 
The Goddeſs is that (ways this Realm of Night. 
HerPower extends o're all things that have breath; 
A cruel Tyragt, and her name is Death, 


The faireſt obje& of our wondring eyes 
Was newly offer'd up her {acrifice 


Th adjoyning places where the Altar ſtood, 
Yet bluſhing with the fair 4Imeris's blood: 
Whea ſad Melintus, whoſe unhappy flame 

Is known by all that ere converlt with fame 
His mind poſſeſt with fury and deſpair, 
Within the ſacred Templz made this prayer : 
Great Deity 1 who in thy hands ddſt bear 

Thar ruſty Sceprec which poor Mortals feer, : 
Who wanting eyes thy ſc1f reſyeReſt non 3 


And neither ſpar'tthe Lawrel nor the Crown: 
B 2 - Oh 


4 POEMS: ' 
Oh ! thon whom all Mankind in vain withſtands, O1 
Each of whoſe blood muſt one day ſtain thy hands: | py 
Oh, thou that every eye which ſees the light, \ Ww 


Cloſeſt again inan eternal night, (ne 
Opea thy ears, and hearken to my grief, Th 
To which thy Power ajone can give relief ; W 
I come not hither to prolong my fate, | Th 
Bur wiſh my wretched life a ſhorter date : Th 
And that the Earth would in its, bowels hide Th 
A ſoul w bich Heaven invades on every ſides Til 
Thar from the ſight of day 1 might remove, Yi, 


And might have nothing lefr me but my love. Th 


1hou only Comforter of Mindes oppr eſt, Bef 
The Port where wearied (pirics are at reſt ; An 
Conducter to I}hyſiam, take my life, Thi 
M ' breſt I offer to thy ſacred knife - fn. 


$ juſt a grace deny not, ner deſpiſe 
A willing, though a worthleſs, ſacrifice, 
| ' Others 


ds, 
ids: 


rs 


Updn ſeveral Occaſions. 
Others their frail and mortal ſtate forgot, 
Before thy Alcars are not to be broughe 
Without conſtraint :* the noiſe of dymmg tage, 


Heaps of the ſlain of every ſex-and 4ge;,” 


The blade all reaking inthe gore it ſhed, 

With ſeveral heads agd arms confusdly ſpread, 
The rapid flames of a perpetual fire, 

The groans of wretches ready toexpire - 

This Tragick Scene makes them ia cerrour live, 
Till thatis fore'd which chey ſhould freely give 
Yielding unwillingly what Heaven will have, 
Their fears eclipſe the glory of their Grave. 
Before thy face they make undecent moan, 

And feel an hundred deaths in fearing one; 

The flame becomes unhallowed in their breſt, 
And he a Murtherer who was a Prieſt ; 
His hands profan'd in breaking Natures chain, 


By which the body does the ſoul detain : 
B3 But 
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Buc againſt me thy ſtrongeſt forces call, 


And on my head let all the tempeſt fall 4 c 


No ſhrinking back ſhall any weakneſs ſhew. 
And calmly Ile expe& the fatal blow, 

My limbs no trembling, in my mind no fear, 
Plaints in my month; nor in.my eyes a tear- 
Think-not thattime, our wonted ſure reliefs 
That univerſal cure for every grief, 

VVhoſe aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, 
VVith like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound: 
"Too weak's the Power of Nature, or of Art, - 
Nothing bur death can eaſea broken heatt. 
And that thou mayſi behold my helpleſs ſtate, 
Learn the extreameſt rigour of my fate: 
Amidſt th'imumerable beauteous Train 

Paris, the Queen of Cities, does contain 


The faireſt Town, the greateſt, and the eſt, 
So fair Almeria fhin'd above the reſt, 


From 


Upon: ſeveral Occafions. 

From her bright eycs to feel a hopeleſs fla; . 

Was of our youth the moſt ambitious aim z 

Her chains were marks of honout to the brave, 

She made a Prince whene're the made a Slave. 

Love, under whoſe tyrannick power I groan, _ 

Shew'd me this Beauty ere *.was fully blown z 

Her doubtful hand, and her unpractis' dlook, 

Their firſt aſfarance from my Conqueſt took z 

By woundind me the learn the facal Art, | 

And the firſt figh The had was from my heart- | 

My eyes with "tears wertfhg her ſnowy arms, 

Render'd the tribare dife rinro her charms: 

But as I ſooneſt of alt! Mortals paid 

My vows, andto her btabty! altars made, 

So a mongft #lf thoſe ſlaves that ſightd in vain, 

She thoaght nie only worthy of her chain. 

Loves heavy burden, my ſubmiſfiye hearr 

Endur'd not long before ſhe bore her part, | 
By My 


9 POEMS 


My violent flame melted her frazen breft, An 
And in ſoft ſighs her pity ſhe expreſt 3 WB 
Her gentle voice allayd my raging pains, An 

| And her fair hands ſaſtain'd me in my chains | Oh 

Tears from her eyes'attended on my moan, Bue 
An? they lookt kindly upon me alone. . Ne 
My hopes and dangers were leſs mine then hers; No 


Thoſe filled her ſon! with joys,and theſe with teary} Tſe 


Our hearts united had the ſame defices | Of 
And both alike burn'd with impatient fices: T ot 
Too faithful Memory, Igive thee leave Nu 
'Thy wretchedMaſter kindly to deceive. 6 | We 
Make menot-once poſleſſor of her charms, As 
Let me nor find her languiſh in my arms For 
Paſt joyes are now my cruel fancies Theams, - Fro 
Make all my happy nights appear but dreatns. 7 

V 


Let not thoſe ſcenes before my eyes be brought, 
But hide her love from my tormenting thought Bn' 


And 


Upon ſeveral Occ afions: 
| Andin itsplace difdainful beauty ſhew, 


It rhon would'ſt not be cruel, make her ſo; 

And ſomething to abate my deep deſpair, 

Oh let her ſeem lefs gentle, or leſs fair. #7 

Bue T in vain flatter my wounded mind, / 
Never'was Nymphſo lovely, or ſo kind. 

No cold repulſes my defiresſuppreſt, 


| I ſeldom figh'd but on Albmeris's.breft. 
Ofall the paſſions which mankind deſtroy, 


T only felt exceſs of love and joy-. 
Numberleſs pleaſures charmed my ſence, and they 
+ | Wereas mylove, withoutthe leaſt allay: 

As pure, alas, bur not ſo ſare to laſt, 

For, like a pleaſant dream they all are paſt. 
FromHeaven her beauty like fierce lightning came 
which breaksthrough darknes witha glorious flame 
A while it ſhines, a while our ſight it chears, 


But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd comfort difappears, 


And 
7 


to FOEMS 
And thunder follows, whoſe reſiftle(s rage 

None can withſtand, and nothing can aſſwage, 
$0 oft the light which thoſe. bright flaſhes gave; 
Serves to condu& us only to. our Grave. 

When I had firſt begun Loxe's.jays to taſte, | 
Thoſe full rewards for fears and dangers vaſt, 
A Fever ſeiz'd her, and to nothing brought 

The richeſt work that ever: Natare wrought, 

All things below, alas, uncercain ſtand 

The firmeſt Rocksare plac'd upon the Sand : 
Under this Law bothKings andCrowns muſt bend 
For no beginning is withour an end, 

' A (acrificeto Time Fate dooms ns all, ' 

Andat the Tyraats feet we daily fall z 


ime, whoſe bold hand alike does bring to duſt 


Mankind, and Gods in which Mankind does truſt: | 


Though now her waſted ſpirits begia co faine, 


Hee patience ties her tongue from all complaine, 
cbs  & And 


Upon (ſeveral Occaſions. 
And in her heart as in a Fort remajns, 

But yet at laſt yields r her reſiſtleſs pains. 

Thus while the Fever amorous of his prey, 
Through all her yeins makes hixdelightful wayg 
Her Fates like Semile's, the Flames deſtroy 


That beauty, they too eagerly enjoy, 

Her chasming face is in its Spring decay'd, 

Pale grows the Roſes, and the Lillies fade. 

Her $kin has loſt that luſtre, which ſurpaſt 

The Sun's, and did deſerve as long to laſt , 

Her eyes, which us'd to pierce the hardeſt heatts, 
Are now difarm'd of all their flames and darts g 
Thoſe Stars now heavily and ſlowly move, 

And ſorrow triumphs in the Throne of Love. | 
The Fever every moment more prevails, 

Its rage her body feels, and Tongue bewails : 
She whoſe diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 


Sighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love, 
And 


- Hs "POEMS 
And with load erys, which rendthe neighb'cing azr 
Wounds my fad hearre, and wakens my deſpair, 
Both gods and men 1 charge now -with my loſs, 
And wild with grief,my thoughts each other crofs 
My heart and tongue labonr-jn both extreams, 
Thar ſends up hyamble prayrs,while chis blaſphemes 
I ask their help whoſe Power 1defie, 

Aud mingle ſacriledge with Piety. 


But that which do's ſtill more perplex my mind, 
To love her truly, 1 muſt ſeem unkind ; 

So unconcern'd a face my ſorrow wears, "EY 

I ſtill reſtrain pnruly floods of tears. 

My Eyes and Tongue put on diſſemblin$ forms 
I ſheiy a calnineſs in the midſt of ftorms, 

I ſeem to hope,when all my hopes are gone, 
And almoſt dead with grief, diſcover none, 


— 


But who can long deceive a loving eye, « 


Or with dry eyes behold his Miſtreſs dye'? 
| | VVhen 


r 


Upon ſeveral Oceafons. x3 
When Reaſon had with all irs terrours brought 4 
Th' approaching danger nearer tomy thought;.!, 
Offon a ſudden fell the forc't diſguile, 

And ſhew'd a fighing heart in weeping eyt8s, 

My apprehenſions now no more confin'd, 

Expoſd my ſorrows, and betrayd my mind, 

The fair afflicted, Son perceives my tears, 
Explains my fighs,and thence concludes my fears, 
With ſad preſages of her hopeleſs caſe, 

She reads her Fate in my dejeRed Face, 

Then feels my tormene, and negle&s her own, 
WhileI am ſenfibleof hers alone , 

Each does the others burden kindly bear, 

I fear her Death, and ſhe bewails my fear : 
Although we ſuffer under Fortunes darts, 

Tis thoſe of Lovealone which reach our hearts. 
Mean-while the Fever mocks at all our fears, 


Grows by our fghs, and rages at our tears ; 
Thoſe 


1 POEMS © 

Thoſe vainefeats of our as vain deſire,” 

Like 'Wind-and Oyl increaſe-the fatal fire: 
Almeria feeling th” unjuſt deſtinies | 

Abour to ſhut her lips, and cloſe her eyes, 
Weeping, in mine put her fait crembling hand, 

- And with theſe words 2 ſcatce could underſtand 3 
Her Paſſion in a dying voice expreſs'd 

Half: and her fighs, alas, made out the reſt." 
[Tis paſt, this pang Nature forſikes the ftrife, | 
Thou muſt thy Myftrifs loſe, and 1 my Life, 
I cis, bur dying thine, the Fates may prove  * 


Their Conqueſt over me; but not my Loves _ 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my pain, 7 
In ſpight of Death it ſelf, ſhall ftill remain; 

Ah ! Dear Melintus, my kard Ete denies | 

That hope is the laſt ching whichin us dies: 
Frommy gtievd breſt all thoſe ſofc thoughts are ged 
And love ſurviyes, although my hope is dead; þ 


? 


ted 


I 


Upon ſeveral Occafions: 
Y yield wy life, but keep my Paſhoa yer, 

And can all thoughts but of Melints; quite 

My flame increaſes as my ſtrength cecayes, 

Death, that puts out the lighc,the.heat Coes xaiſe, 
Which leavs me notzthough 7 from. heace remove 
Loſe my Lover, but 1 keep my Love. - 

The gh which ſent forth that laſt tender word, + 
Up towartls theHeavens like a bright meteor ſaar'd 
And the kind Nymph begeft of all her Charms, 
Falls cold and breathleſs in her Layers Arms, 
VV hich ſhews,finceDeath deny'd him then relief, 
That *ris in vain men hope to die with grief. 
Eodaeſs, that now my Fate has underſtood, 

Spare but my tears, and freely take my blooe, 
Here let me end the ſtory of ' my cares, 

My grief it elf enough the teſt declares. 

Thou ſeeſt by all my miſery thas difplay'd, 
VVhether I ought not to inplore thy aid, 

WW Thus 


— 


ths 3p O'8 HS 


Thus to ſurvives onile uponme draws, - "i. To 
And wy fad wiſhes have ro6*jaſt a cauſe; | No 
Come then, my only hope; in every place; * 0 Ho 
Thon viſiteſt,'men tremble ar hy face, * © As 
And fear thy natne, once ler thy fatal hand | Th: 
Deſtroy a Swain, that doth the blow demand . For 


Vouchſafe thy Dart, Ineednotone of thoſe; Wh 
With which thou doſt unwilling Kings depoſe; = Our 


Thy weakeſt my defir'd releaſe will bring, His 

Andfree my Soul already on her wing. Wh 

| InT 

a ptr 2777" | The 

To CELIA: Cor 

| Thi: 

Ou tell me, Celia, you approve, Lik, 

Yet neyer muſt return my love; h Wh 

An anſwer that my hope deſtroys, [IM 
I 


And inthe cradle woundsour joys +2 | 


P 


Hpoy ſeveral Occafirgs, 
To kill at once what needs muſt die; 
None would to birds and beafts deny; 
How can you then ſo cruel prove, 
Asto preſerve, and torture love. 
That beauty Nature kindly meant 
For her own pride, and our content; 
Why ſhou'd the Tyrant honour make 
Que greateft rtormear + let us Sreatk 
His yoke, and that baſe power diſdain, 
W hich enly keeps the good in pain, 

In Love and War th' Impoſtor do's 
The beſt co greatelt harms expoſe; 
Come then, my Celia, let's no more 
This Devil for a God adore ; 

Like fooliſh 1zdians we have been, 
Whoſe whole Religion is a fin - 

jt we the Laws of Love had kept, 


And not in dreams of Honour lepr, 
C 


ER. 


He 
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He wou'd have ſurely, long ere this, | 


Have crown'd us with the higheſt bliſs; kn 
Our Jy had theh been as complear, 4: 
| An 
As now our Folly has been great : Le 
[ 


Let's loſe no time then, but repent, 
Love wlecome's beſt a Penitenrt. 


ANSWER 


Hir ſis, I with» as well as yOu, . 
{ bs Honour there were nothing due 1 
Then weuld I pay my debt of love 
Ihe ſame coin that you approvey 
Which now you mult jn friendſhip take, 
T's 2!! rhe payment I can make z ; 
Fricncſhip (fo high, that I muſt ſay, | 


Tis racher love with ſome allay. 


And :# contented, fince that I 


5 well my {elf as you deny. 


w—_ - — —o—S Www ere 


Hpon ſeveral Oecafons, 15 


Learn then of me bravely to bear 

.-| .The wantof what you hold moſt dear ; 
| And that which Honout does in me, 
Let my example work on thee, 


To CELIMAH 


Rjnces make laws bywhich their ſubje&s live 
Pa the high gods rules for che worthip give 
How ſhould pour Mortals llc a ſervice fiad 
Ac all proportiog'd to their mighty Mind 
Had it been left co us, eacli one would briag, 

; ' Of what he lik'd himſelf, an offering . 
And with unwelcom zeal pz=cl:aps dilp.caſe 
Th' offcaded Deity he would appealcy 
C z1 Ali 


& POEMS 
' All powers but thine this mercy doallow, 


A rude Barbarian wou'd his captiv'd fo 
' Fuliy inftru& in what he'd have him do. 
And can it be, my Celia, that Love 
Leſs kind ther War ſhou'd to the vanquiſht prove 
--Say, cruelFair, then, wauld you that my flame 
Shou'd for a while move under friendſhips name 
Or may it boldly like ir ſelf appear, 
And its own tale deliver to your ear 5 
Or maſt it in my tortuf's beſome live 
Like fice in quiet flints, and no lig ht give ; 
And only then humbly ſend forth a ſmall 
Spark, when your ſelf does on that ſubjeR fall; 
My paſſion can with any laws comply, 
Ard for your ſake do any thing, but die. 


To 


And how they wou'd be,ſerv'd themſelves do ſhew 


Lik 
| Ar 
I'th 
Of 
Pre 
Thy 
* Bur 
Lik 
Taſte 


* And 


And. 
Aw 


W 


's 


Upon ſeveral Ogcafſions. 


— 


To CLORIS. 


( Loris, juſtly am betray'd 
By a deſign my felf had laid , 


Like an o14 Rook, whom in his cheat 


' Arun of Forcuns does defeat. 


I thought at firſt with a ſarall ſum | 

Of love, thy heap to overcame ; | 
Preſuming on thy want of art, 

Thy gentle and unpraQis.d heart. 

Bur naked Beauty can prevail, 

Like open force, when plots do fail, _.: 
Inſtead of that thou haſt all mine, 


* Aad 1 have not one ftake of thine + 


And, like all winners, do'ſt diſcover ca nr# 


' A willingneſs cogive me over, 


C3 And 
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And though I beg, thou wilt not now; 

!T were better thon ſhonld'ſt do ſo too 

For I ſo far in debt ſhall cun, 

' Even thee 1ſhall be forc't to ſhun. 

My hand, alas, is no more mine, 

Elſe it had long ago been thine, 

My heart 1 give thee, and we call 

No man unjuſt that parts with all. 
What a Prieſt ſays moves not the mind, 
Souls are by love, not wogds, combin'd, 


To 4 Laay, who told him he could not Love, 
Mx , though meaner Beauties might, 
Perhaps, have need of ſome ſuch ſlight; 


aq oe to excuſe their Rigour, muſt 
" "ney onr paſſions do miſtruſt, 


An. 


Anc 


its 


\ ni 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
And that they wow'd more pity ſhew, 
Were they bur ſure our loves were true, 
You ſhou'd thoſe petty Arts deſpiſe, 

Secure of what is once your prize, 

Ws ta our Slaves no frauds addreſs, 

But as they are our minds exprels. 

Tell me not then I cannot Love, 

Say, rather, you it ne're can mave g 

Who can no more doubt of your charms, 
Then refit ſuch pow'rful arms - 

Whoſe numerous force that I withſtood 
So long, was not through any hope I cou'd 
Eſcape their pow'r, but through deſpair, 
Which oft makes Courage ont of fear. 

I trembling ſaw how you uſ'd thoſe 

Who tamely yielded without blows: 

Had you but one of all them ſpar'd, 

I wight, perhaps, have been enſnar d, 
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And not. have thus, ere I did yield, 


Call'd Love's whole Force into the Fiel. 


* Yet now Im Conquer'd I will prove 
Faithful as they chat never ſtrove. 
All flames in matter where x00 faſt 
| They do not ſeize, the longer laſt. 
Tien blame nor mine for moving flow 
Since al! things durable are fo, 

The Oak thar's for three hundred years 
'Defignd in growing,one out-weats, 
Whilſt lowers ſor a ſeaſon made 


Quickly ſpring up, and quickly fade, 


_—— _— 


4 


70 CLORIS, 


3 


( Loris, you live ador'd by all, 
T And yer on none your favours fall, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
A ftranger Miſtreſs nerre was khown, 

You pay us all ia Paying none, 

We him of avarice accuſe , 

Why what he has does fear to uſe! 

But what diſzaſe of mind ſhall I 
Call this thy hated penury ? 

Thou wilt not give out of a ſtore ; 

Which no profuſenels can make poor. 

Miſers, when dead, may make amends. 
And in their Wills enrich their friends ; 

But when thou dy'ſt, thy Treaſure dies, 

And thou canſt leave no Legacies. 

What madneſs is it then to ſpare ,j 

VVhen we want power to make an Feir ? 

Live, Cloris, thn at the full rate, 

Of chy great Beauty ; and fince Fate 

To Love, and Youth, is {© {cvere ; 

Enjoy m freely while ttyaur here, | 
Some 
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Some caution yet Ide have thee uſe; . | Lov 
Whene re thou doſt a ſervant chuſe; ; An 
We are not all for Lovers fit, 

No morethen Arms or Arts of Wit, wo: 


For Wiſdom ſome reſpe&ed are, -% 
Some we ſee pow'rful at the Bar z 
Somme for Preferment waſte their timez 

' od the ſteep Hill of Honour climb 


Ythers of Love their buſineſs make, L* 
In Love their whole diverſion takes 
Take one of thoſe, for in one breſt | A 


Two paſſions live butill at reſt} 
Andeven, of them, I'de have thee fiy 
All that take lameat every eye+ 

All thoſe that light and faithleſs are, 
All that dare more then think thee fair, 
Take one of Love who nothing {ays; 


And yet whom every word betrays 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
Loye in the cradle pretty ſhews, 


And when't can ſpeak unruly grows, 


——— 


A Farewel to Love, 


Nce more Loves mighty chains are broke, 
Q His ſtrength and cynving 1 defle, 
Once more 7 have thrown off his yoke, 
And am a man, and do deſpiſe the Roy. 
Thanks tq her pride, and her dildainy 
And all the follies of a ſcornful mind, 
I hadne're poſſe my heart again, 
If fair Mire#&4 had been kind. 


Welcome fond wanderer, as caſc 
And plenty toa wretch in pain, 
That worn with want and a diſcaſe, | 


Enjoys his health and al{ his friends again- 
Leg 


a3 
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Let others waſte their time and youth, * whe 
VVatch and look pale, to gain a peeviſhm Thoſ 
And learn too late this dear-boughr trut AT) 
Ac length they'ce ſure to be berray'd. | Whe 
G———_—_ m —— 


Hough, 2hillis, your prevailing cha 
Ti forc'd me from my Celi#'s arn 
That kind defence againſt all powers, 

But thoſe reſiſtleſs eyes of yours : 

Think not your conqueſt to maintain, 
By rigour and unjuſt diſdain : 

In vain, fair Nymph, in vainyou ſtrive'*. 
For love does ſeldom hope futvive. 

My heart may languiſh for a time, 
Whileft all your Glories in their prime 
Can juſtifie ſuch cruelty, 


By the ſame force that conquer'd me, 


pon ſeversl Occafions. 29 
| When age ſhall come, at whoſe command 

Thoſe troops of beauties muſt disband g 

A Tyrants ſtrength once took away, 
Wheat ſlave ſodull as to obey ! 


CC... ett, 
—_— 


EPILOGUE 


To every Man in his hunvonr. 
Nereaty ſhall not ſerve nor violence, 

| make me ſpeak in ſuch a Playes defence. 

A Play where Wit and Humour do agree 

To break all pratigd Laws of Comedy : 

The Scene (what more abſurd ) in England lies, 

No Gods deſcend, nor dancing Devils riſe ; 

No captive Prince from nameleſsCountry brought 
} No battel, nay, there's not a duel fought, 
And 
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And ſomething yer more ſharply might be ſaid, 
But 7 conſider the poor Author's dead 

Let that be his excuſe--- Now for our own, | 
VVhy---Faith, in thy opinion, 'we need none» 
The parts were fitted well ; but ſome will ſay, 


«a. 


o 
a _— ED EN 


Pox on'emRogties what made'em chuſerhisPlay® | 


I do not doubt but you will credit me, 


Tt was not choice, but mecr necefhity; 
To all our writing friends, in Town, we ſent, 


But not a V Vit durſt veature out iu Let 3 
Have paticnce but cill Eefter-Term, and then 
You ſhall have-Jigg and Hobby-hocſe agen, 
Here's Mr. Matthew, our domeſtique V Vat, 
Does promiſe one of the ten Plays b'as writ; 


But fince great bribes weigh nothing with the juſt 


Know, we have merits, and in them we trult 3 
V Vhea any Faſts, or Holy-days, defer 


The publick labours of the Theatre, 


: We 


p—— 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 23t 
We ride not forth although theday be fair, 

On ambling Tit to take the Suburb-air, 

But with our Authors mcet, and ſpend that time 


. 
CY 
- +» proc pI > Ie es 4, 


To make up quarrels between ſence and rhyme- 
-j Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we ſate 
yf | Till after many a long and free debate, 
| Fordivers weighty reaſons 'twas thought fir 
Uaruly ſence ſhv'd fill to thyme ſubmir. 
- | This the moft wholeſorn Law we ever made.; 
; Soſtrily in this Epilogue obey'd, 
! Sure no man here will ever dare to break. 


f Enter Johnſon's Gboſt, 


Hols, and give way, for 7 my ſelf will ſpeak, 
juſt | Canyou encourage (0 much inſolence, 
' |} And add new faults ſtill co the great offence 
Your Anceſtors ſo raſhly did commit 


We Again the mighty Powers of Art and Wi 


tf 
When 
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} Wheg-they condemn'd thoſe nobleworks of mint 
$ejanus, and my beſt lov'd Cataline : 

Repeat, or on your guilty heads ſhall fall - 
The curſe of many.a rhyming Paſtoral : 

The three bo!d Beavchamps (hall revive again, 
And with the Zondop Prentice conquer Spain 

_ All chedull follies of the former age 

Shall riſe and find applauſe upon this Stage, 

Burt if you pay the great arrears of praiſe, *«< 
So long fince due to my much injur'd Plays, 
From all paſt crimes I firſt will ſer you free, 
And then inſpire ſome one to write like me- 


To 4 Very Toung Lady, 
Wezteſt bud of Beauty, may 
No untimely froſt decay 
Threar* 


phil, 


1C 


Upon [everal Occafons, 
Th' early-glories which we trace , 

Blooming in thy matchleſs face ; 

But kindly opening, like the Roſe, 

Frelh beauties every day diſcloſe , 

Such as by Nature are not ſhewn 

In all the bloſſoms ſhe has blown : 

And then what conqueſt ſhall you make, 
Who hearts already dayly take 


SCorcht in the Morning with thy beams, 
How ſhall we bear thoſe ſad extreams 


Which muſt attend thy threatning eyes 
When thou ſhalt ro thy Noonariſe 


O—— —__ 


— 


The ſor(akes Miſtreſs. 
DIALOGUE. 


Pphil.} Ell me, gentle Sirephon, why 
| You from = Embraces fly z 


-— 


Doe? 
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Does my love thy love deſtroy ; 
Tell me, I will yet be coy. 


Stay, O ſtay, andI will feign 
(Theugh Ibreak my heart)diſdain 
Butleſt I coounkind appear, 

For ev'ry frown ile ſhed a tear. 


And if in vain Tcourt thy love, 
Let mine, at leaſt, thy pity move : 
Ah while 1 ſcorn, vouchſafe to woo, 


Mcthinks you may diſſemble too. 


Str. Ah Phill:s, that you wou'd con trive 
A way to keep my love alive , 
But all your other charms muſt fail, 
{When kindneſs Ceales to prevail, 


Upon ſeveral Occafpens. 
Alas! no leſs then you, I grieve, 
My dying flame has no reprieve , 
For I can never hope to find, 
Shou'd all che Nymphs I court be kind, 
One Beaurie able to renew 

Thoſe pleaſures I enjoy in you, 

When Love and Youth did both conſpire 
To fill our breaſts and veins with fire. 


.Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 
That heart which merics your diſdajn, 
But ſecond Love has ſtill allay, 

The joys grow aged, and decay. 

Then blame me not for loſing more 
Then Love and Beauty can reſtore ; 
And let this truth thy comfort prove, 

[ wou'd,but can no longer loye. 


las 
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The Divided Heart, 


H ! celiz, that I were but ſure 
Ac, love, like mine, cou'd ſtill endure; 


That tune any avlence, which Ciſtroy 
The cares of Lovers, and their joy, 
Cou'd never rob me of char part 
W hich you have giv'a.me. of your heart ; 
Others un:nvyd right pcfleſs 
W hole hearts, and boaſt cha happineſs. 
Twasnobleg Fortoneto divide 
The Reman Empire in her pride 
Then on ſome low ard barb:zous Thrones 
Obſcurely plac'd, to rule alone, 
Love only from thy heart exaRs 
The ſeveral debts tliy face contracts, 
And by that new an? juſter way 
decures thy Zmypire ang his ſway; 


pon ſeveral Ocrafancs 
Fav'ring but one he might compel 
The hopeleſs Lover to rebel, 

Bur ſhow's he other hearts thus ſhare, 
That in the whole ſo worthleſs are, 
Shou'd into ſeveral ſquadiohs draw 
That ſtrength which kept entirecou'd awe, 
Men wonld his {catter'd powers Geride, 


And conqu'ring Him thoſe ſpoils divide. 


—— 2 CLARE ELS <4 « » 


—_— 


TO Mr ). N. o# his Tranſlations out of 
French and ktalian, 
Hite others toil bur Country to ſapply 
With what we need only for Luxury, 
Spices, and Silk, in the rich Eaſt provide, 
"To glut our Avarice and feed our pride 
You forreign learning pro ſperouſly tranſmit, 
To raiſe our Virtue; and provoke our Wit. 
D 3 To 
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y ou forreign learning proſperouſly tranſmit, 
To raiſe our Vertue, and provoke our Wit. 
Such brave deſigns your gen rous ſoul inflame 


To bea bold Adventurec for Fame z 
How much oblig'd are 1taly and Frazce, 


While wich your voice their Muſick you advance*; 


Your growing Fame with Envy can oppole, 


Who fing with noleſ(s art thea they compole 3 :& 


In theſe attempts ſo few have had ſucceſs, 
Their Beauries ſuffer in our Engliſh dreſs: 
By artleſs hands ſpoil'd of their natiye air, 
They (ſeldom paſs from moderately fair: 
As if you meant theſe injuries to atone, 

.- (own 
You give them charms more conqu'ring then their 
Not like the dull laborious Flatterer, 


With ſecret art thoſe graces you confer, 


The $kilful Painters with flight ſtroaks impart, 
That ſabtil beauty which affects the hearr, 


There 


ir 


pon ſeveral Ottaſions. 29 


There are who publickly profeſs they hate 


Tranſlations,and yet all they wrire tranſlate-: 


- - 


So proud, they ſcorn todrive alawfull trade, 
Yet by their wants are ſhamete(s Pirates made? 


Theſe you incenſe, while you their thefts reveal 


Orelſe prevent in what they meant to ſtea] | 


From all beſides; you are ſecure of praiſe, / 


But you ſo high our expzRation raiſe, 


A gen'ral diſcanteot we ſhall declare, 


If ſuch a workman only ſhou'd repair, 


You to the dead your Piety have ſhewn, 
Adorw'd their monuments, now build your 6wn+ 


Drawn in the Eaſt, we in yonr lines may trace 
That Genivs which of 014 inſpird che place : 
The baniſh'd Muſes back to Greece you bring, 
Where their beſt airs you ſo divinely fling z 
| he world muſt own they are by you reſtor'd 


To [acres ſhades, Fhere they were ficſt aderd. TY 
Firtnes 
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Virtues Urania. 2 


Opeleſs I langouiſh out my days, 
Struck withUrenia's conqu'ring Eyes: 


The wretch at whom ſhe darts theſe rayes 


Mauft feel the wound untill he dies. f 
Thongh endleſs be her cruelty, Shi 
Calling her beauties to my mine, At 


Thow beneath her tyranay; 


; H 
And dare nor marmur ſhe's unkind wy 
| | | a 
| Reaſon this tamaeſs does upbraid, bt. 
| Proffringtoarmiamy defence ; %, 
' ButwhenIcall her to my aid, 
| She's more a Traitor then my ſenſe. | Th 
| W 
No'footter I che warr declare L. 
Bur fttait her ſucconr ſhe denies, i 
| And joyniing forces with the fair, 


'  _Confirtts the conquelt of her ey:<. _ 
tv 


Upon ſeveral Occafiov, 


— —_— — 


Silvia: 


HeNymph that undoes me,is fair &unxind 
No lefs then a wonder by Natgre deſigh'd; 


She's the grief of my heart, the joy of my eye, 


And the cauſe of a lame tha't never can die. 


Her month from whence wit Ril} obligingly flows 
Has the beautiful bluſh, and the ſmell of che. role 3 
Love and deſtiny both attend on her will, 

She wounds with 2 look, with a frown ſhe can kill 


- The deſperate Lover can hope no redreſs, 
Where beautieand rigour are both in exceſs; 
In Silvia they meet, ſo unhappy am I, 


Who ſees her maſt love,8 who loves her muſt die. 


To 


To Celia 


Sin tpoſe Nations where they yet adore 


f, \ Marble and Cedar,and their aid implore, 


[Tis northe Workman,nor the precious Wood, 
Ber'tis the Worſhipper that makes the God : 
So, cruel Fair; though Heaven has giv'a thee all 
We Mortals (Virtue, or can Beauty) call, 

Tis we that give the Thunder to your frowns, 
Darts toyour Eyes,1nd to our ſelves the wounds. 


Without our Love, which proudly you deride, 
Vain were your Beauty,and more vain your Pride, 
All envy'd beingsthat the world can thew, 

Still ro ſome meaner thing their greatneſs ow, 
Subje@s makeKings, and we(the numerous Train 


Of humble Lovers) conſtirute thy Reign. 


This 


, 


in 


| 


Upon ſeveral Occaſuons, 43 
This difference only Beautics Realm may boaſt, 


Where moſt ir favours, it enflayes the moſt 
And they to whom it is indulgent found, 

Are ever in the rudeſt fetters bound. 

Whar Tyrant yet, bl thee, wasever known, 
Cruel to thoſe that ſery'd to make him one. 
Valour's a Vice, if not with Honour joyn'd» 


And Beauty a Diſeaſe, when 'tis not kind,” 


—— 


— —_—  — —_— 


The Submiſſion. 


H ! Pardon, Madam, if I ever thought 

Your ſmalleſt favors could too dear be bought 
And the juſt greatneſs of your Servants flame 
1 did the poornels of their ſpicics name; 
Calling their dae attendance, Slavery, 


Your power of Life and Dc ath, flac Tyranny ; 
Since 


-— 
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44 
Since now I yield, ard do confeſs there is 


No way too hard that leads to ſuch a bliſs, 

So when Hippomanes beheld the Race, 

Whete loſs was Death, and Conqueſt but a Face, 
He 60d amazed at the fatal ſtrife, 

Wondring that Love ſhou'd dearer bs then Life 
But when he ſaw the Prize, no longer ſtaid, 

But through thoſe very dangers ſought the Maid? 
And won her too : 0 may-his Conqueſt prove 

A happy Otnento my purer Love, 

Which, if the honour of all Victory 

In the reſiſtance of the Vanquiſhe lie. 


Though it maybe che leaſt regarded Prize, 
Is not the ſmalleſt Trophy of your eyes, 


Conflancy. 


Fi not, my Dear, a flame can never die, 


That is once kindled by ſo bright an cye: 
Look 


Ces 


id? 


Upon ſeveral acc afuuns, 45 

Look on thy (clf, and meaſure thence my love 

Think what a paſſtoa ſuch a form muſt move z | 
or though thy Beauty firſt allu'd my fight, 

Yet now look on it but as the light 

That led me to the treaſury of thy mind, 

Whoſe inward virtue in that feature ſhin'd, 

That knot (be confident) will ever laſt, 

Which Fancy ty*d, and Reaſon has made falt; 

So faſt, that time (although it may diſarm 

Thy lovely face) my faith can never harmy 

And age, deluied when it comes, will gnd 

My love remov'd, and to thy ſoul afſiga'd. 

The paſſion I have n ow ſhall ne're grow les, 

No, though thy own fair ſelf ſhould it oppreſs 

I could &en hazard my Eternity, 

Love but again, and, twill a Heaven be. 


The Indifference. 


g 


T Hanks, fair Hrenia,to your ſcorn, 
I now am free asI was born z 


Of ll the painthat 1 endur'd 
By your late coldneſs, 1am cur'd. 


In loſing me, proud Nymph,yon loſe 
The humbleſt Slave your Beauty knows; 
In loſing you, 1 but throw down 


A cruel Tyran, from her Throne. 


I muſt confeſs I ne're could fine 
Your equal, or in ſhape, or mind. 
Yave beauty, wit, andall things know, 


Zut where you (hou'd your love beſtow. 


] UNA 6. -. 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
I ynawares my freedom gave, 
And to thoſe Tyrants grew a Slave; 


| put wonld yave kept what you have won, 


You ſhould have more compaſſion ſhewn. 


Love is a burthen, which ewo hearts, 
When equally they bear their parts, 
With pleaſure carry , but no one, 
Alas, can bear it long alone. 


I'm not of thoſe who court their pain, 
And make an Idol of di{daiti; 


My hope in Loye does ne';e expire, a2.) 


Bur F loſe alſo the delire, 


Nor yet of thoſe, who il! receiv'd, 
Would gladly have ſtrange things deliey'd 
And if your heart you do detend, 

Their force againſt your honour bend, 


"Y. POEM S 
Whoe're does make his ViRor leſs; 


His own low weakneſs does confels ; 
And whiles her pow'r he does defame, 
He poorly doubles his owa ſhame. 


Even that malice does betray, 
And ſpeak concern another way *: 


And all ſuch ſcorn in men is but 
The fmake: of fires il! put our. 


He's ſtill in torment whom the rage 
To detraction does engage z 

In Love Indiffcrence is ſure 
The only fign of perfect cure. 


Yet, cruel Fair, jf chou canſt prove 
As happy in ſome ocher love, 

As Icould once hays done in thine, 
Te Sun on happier does not ſhine, 


} 


Upon ſeveral Oceafpons.; 


A Paſtor al Dialogue. 


Thirſ1s, 


X 


Trephon ! Q Strephox } once the jollieſt Lad 
That with ſhrill Pipe did ever Mountain glag 
While'ome the farmoſt at our RarahPlayes, 

The Pride and Glory of onr Holy-days - 

. Why doft thou nov fit muking all alone, 
Teaching the Turtles yer a ſadder groan 3 (Brook 
weld wich thy Tears, why does the neighbring , 
Bear to the Ocean what the never took £ 

Why do our Woods, fo us 'd to hear thee Sing 
With nothing now buc with thy Sorrows ring? 


Thy Flocksare well and fruicful,and no Swain 

Then thee mare welcometo the Hill or Plain, 
Strephow, 

No loſgof theſe , or care of thoſe are leff, 


Hath wretched $ irephon of his peace borefrs 
E f 1 
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I could invite the Wolf,{my cruel Gueſt, 
And play unmoyed while he on all did feaſt ; 
I couli endure that every Swain out-run, (ſhun 
Our. threw. out-wreſtl'd , and each Nymph ſhou' 


The hapleſs Srrephon: But the Gods, I find, 
Tono fuch crifes have this Hearc defign'd; 

A feller grief, and ſadCer loſs, 7 plain. 

Then ever Shepherd, or did Prince,ſuſtain 5 
Bright Galatea, in whoſe taatchleſs face 

Sate rn al. nnocence with heavenly grace, 

In whole no lels to be adored mind, 

With <qual light, even diſtant virtues ſhin'd, 
Chaſte, without pridezthough gentle,yert nor ſoft 
Not always cruel, nor yet kind too off : 

Fir GudCe's of theſe Fields, wito for our ſports, 
Though ſhe might well become deſpiſed Courts, 
B-lov'd of all, and loving one: alone, 


is from my fight, I fear, forever gone g 
Now 


| He 
| Art 
Th 
Xa 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, $1 
Now I am ſure thou wondreft nor, 1 grieve : 
But rather art amazed that 7 live: 


(ur 
ſhould] Thirſos, 


Thy cale indeed is pitiful, but yer 


| Thou on thy loſs too great a price doſt ſet 
Women, like days are, Strephon, ſome be ſar 


More bright and glorious then others are ; 


Yet none ſo wonderful were ever ſeen, 


| But by as fair they have ſucceeded been, 


/ 
my 


Strephdn, 
ſoft} Others as fair, and may as worthy prove; 


| 


orts, | Her bright /de« wancers in my thought, 


But Cure I never ſhall another love 


Irts, | At once my Poyſon, and my Antidcte , \ 

The Stag ſhall ſooner with the Eagle ſoar, 

Seas leave their Fiſhes naked on the {1:Var 3 

{ow E > T7" 


(> POE MS 

Thc Wolf ſhall ſooner by the Lambkin de; 
An. frg 
Then 1 forget her face 5 what once I love, 


m che Kid the hungry Lion flic, 


May from my eyes. but avt my hcart remove. 


To 4 L ady, who fled the fzht of him. 


F 1 my Celia cou'd per {wade 
To ſee thoſe wounds her eyes have made, 


And hear whil(tI char paſſion tell, 
Which, like her ſelf, does {o excel, 


How ſoon we might be freed from care ! 
She nced not fear, nor I deſpair, 


Such Beauty does the Nymph prote&, 
That all approach her with reſpe&y 
And can I offer violence 

Where love does joyn in her defence? 


g Upon ſevtral Oct aflons, 
This guard might all her fears diſperſe, 
Jid ſhe with Savages converſe. 
Then my Celi« wou'd ſarprize 
With what's produc'd by her own eyes; 
— \Thoſe matchle(s Aames which they infpire 
ln her own Breaſt, ſhou'd rai(e fire 
For Love, but with more ſabril Art, 

As well as Beauty charms the Heart, 


W P—— 


' 


To 4 Lady, 4:5king 193 how loxg ho wauld 
love har. 


T is not, Cel:«, in oar power 
þ 


To ſay how long our love will laft, 


It may be we within this honr 
| May loſe thoſe joys we now do taſte 
| The Bleſled, that immortal be, 


From change in love are only free. 
(his K 3 Taen 
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Then, ſince we mortal Lovers are, 1 
Ask not how long our love will laſt , 

But while it does, let us take care 

Each minute be with pleaſure paſt; 

Were it not madneſs to deny 


To live, becauſe w'are ſure to die g 


SONG, 


Ell me no more you love; in vain, 
di Fair Celia, You this paſſion feign 
Can they pretend to love, who do 
Refaſe what Love perſwades them to : 
Who once has felt his ative flame, 
Dull Laws of Honour will diſdain; 
You wou'd be thought his Slave, and yer 


You will not to his pow'r ſubmic. 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions; | F 
More cruel then thoſe Beauties are, 


| Whoſe coyneſs wounds us to deſpair 

| For all the kindneſs which you thew, 
Each ſmile and kiſs which you beſtow, 
| Are like thoſe cordials which we give 

| Todying men, to make them live, 

' And languiſh out an hour in painz 

| Be kinder, Cezia, or diſdain. ' 
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TO HER 


EXCELLENCE 


Marchionels 


NEW-CASTLE, 
After the Reading of Her incom- 
paravle POEM $, 
Madam, 


Ith'fo much wonder we are ſtruck 


| 
When we beginto read your matchleſs | 


& while'your own exceſs of merit ſtays (Book, 


Our forward Pens, and does ſuſpend —— | 
z 


Til! time our minds does gently recompoſe, 
Allays this wonder, and our quty ſhews, 


2 


Upon ſeveral Occafions. g7 
Inftru&s ns how your Virtues to proclaim, 
And what we onght to pay to yonr Great Fames 
Your Fame, which in yourCountry has no bonnds, 
But whereſoever Learning's known reſounds. 
Thoſe Graces Nature did till new divide 


| Your Scxes Glory, and our Sexes Pride, 


Are joyu'd ig you;and all to you ſubmit, 

The brighec(t Beauty, and the ſharpeſt Wir. 

No FaQion here, or fiery Eovy ſways, 

They give you Myrtle, while we offer Bays. 

WhatMortal dares diſpute thoſeWreaths with you 

Ard thus withLightning,and withThunder :004 
This made the Great Newcaſt/ sHeart vourPrize, 


Your Charming Soul, and your Vicerious eyes 
Had only pow'r 11s Martial Mind to tame, 
And raiſe in his Heroick Breaſt a Flame - 

A Flame, which with his Conrage ft:!l aſpires 


As if immortal Fucl fed thoſe Fires : 
Thi® 
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ThisMighty Chief, and yourGreat Self made One, 

Together the ſame Race of Glory run , ; 

Together in the Wings of Fame you move, 

Like yours, his Virtue: and like yours, his Love- 
While we your Praiſe endeav'ring to rehearſe, 

Pay that great Duty in our humble Verſe, 

Such as may Jaſtly move your Anger, You, 

Like Heaven, forgive them,and accept them t009 

But what wecannor, your brave Hero payes, 

He builds thoſe Monuments we ſtrive to raiſe : 

Such as to after-Ages ſhall make known, 

- While he records your Deathleſs Fame, his own, 

So when an Artiſt ſome rare Beauty draws, 

Both in our wonder ſhare, and our applauſe: 

His Skill from Time ſecures the Glorious Dame, 


And makes himſelf immortal! in her Fame; 


EP1. 


0 


4 


pon ſeveral Occaſions, 59. 


EPILOGUE. 


TAR T UFE 
Spoken by Himſelf, 


Any have been the vain att mpts of: Wie 
ME... the Mfll-prevailing, Hypocrite -*/ 
Once, and but once, a Poet got the day, 

And vanquith'd Buſy ih a Pappet-play : 

But Z«y. rallying, arm'd with zeal,. and rage, - 
Pofleſt the Pulpit, and pull'd down the Stage, 

To laugh at Englith Koaves is dang'rous then; 
While Engliſh Fools will think them haneſt Men, 
But ſure no zealous Brother can Geny us 


Free leave with this our Monſieur An9n145. 
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; As 

A Mart may (ay. without being cali'd an Atheif, i 
| 0 
(Papiſt, f 

| There are Dama'! Rogues among the French and T 
Thar fix Salvation to thort band an! Hair, Le 


Thar belch and ſnuMee to prolong a Pray't * T 
| | Thar uſe tenjoy the Creature to expreſs T 
| Plain VVhoring, Gluttony, a4 Drunkennels 4 V 

And in a decent way perform them roo, | F, 

As well, nay dercer far, alas, then you 5 

| Whoſe feſhly failings are bur Fornication, . . 


| | We godly phrafe ir, Goſpel- Propagation, 
Juſt as Rebellion was ca!l d Reformation. 
Zeal ſtands bur Centr'y at the Gate of Sin, 
Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely in 
Silent, and in the dark for fear of Spies, 


You march, and take Damintion by ſurprize, 
There's not aroaring Blade in ail this Town 


Can g0 ſo fartow'rds Hell fot !t4.t a Crown, 


Hpon jewtra! Occaſions, 6r 
As I for fax Pence, for we know the Way : 
For want of Guides Mcn often go aſtray : 
Therefore give ear to what Iſhall adviſe, 
Letevery married Man, that's grave and wiſe, 
Take a Tarluff, of known ability, 
To teach and to inſtru his Family, 


Who may ſo «trle laſting Reformatios, 
Firſt ger his Son, :}:-1 »ive him Education. 


The Imperfect Enjoyment. 


Fcer a pretty amorous diſcourſe, 
A. does reſiſt my love with a pleaſing force, 
Mov'd notwith Anger, but with Modeſty, 


Againſt her will ſhe is my Enemy. 
Mer 
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Hereyes the rudeneſs of ker Arms excuſe, 
Whilſt thoſe accept what theſe ſeem to refuſes 
To eaſe my paflion, and to make me bleſt, 
Th'obliging ſmock falls from her whiter breaſt ; 
Then with her lovely hands ſhe does conceal 
Thoſe wonders Chance ſo kindly did reveal ; 

In vain, alas, her nimble fingers ſtrove 

To ſhield her Beauties from my greedy Love ; 
Guarding her Breafts,her Lips ſhe did expoſc, 
To ſave a Lilly ſh? muſt loſe a Roſe, 

So many charms ſhe has in ev'ry place, 

A hundred hands cannot defend each Grace. 
Sighing at length her force ſhe does recal, 

For ſince I muff have Part, ſhe'll erve me All, 
Hcr arms the joyful Conqueror embrace, 

And feem tv guide me to the fought-for place. 
Her luv-is in her ſparkling eyes expreſt, 


She falls o'c bed for pleaſure, more then relt, 
but 
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Upon ſeveral Orcifons. Gr 
But Oh,ſtrange paſſion!Oh, abortive joy ! 
My zeal does my devotion quite deſtroy 
Come to the Temple where Iſhou'd adore 
My Saint, Iworthip at the ſacred door, 
Oh,cruel chance!cthe Town which did oppoſe 
My ſtrength ſo long, now yields to my diſpoſe; 
When, overjoy'd with victory, 1 fall 
Dead at the foor of the ſurrender | wall 
Wichout the uſual Ceremony, we 
Have both fulfill'd che am'cous myſtery 
The aRion which we ſhou'd have joyntly done, 
Each has unluckily perform'd aloae , 
The Union which our BoCies ſhou'd enj-y, 
The Union of our eager (ouls ceitray, 
Our-flames are puniſh'd by their own excels, 
W'd had more pleaſure had our Loves been |; (s, 
She bluſh'd and frown'd, perceiving we [1a cone, 


The ſport the thought we ſcarce tad yet begun , 
Alas, 
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Alas, ſaid 1, condema your ſelf, not me; 
This is th'efte& of roo much modeſty. 

Hence with chat peeviſh virtue, the delight 
Of both our ViRories was loſt i'th fight ; 
Yet from my ſhame your glory does ariſe, 
My weakneſs proves the vigour of your eyes 
They cid conſume the Vicimyere it came 
Uato the Altar, with a purer flame : 

Phillis, let then this comfort eaſe your care, 
Y'ad been more happy had you beenlels fair, 


Mpon leveral Occaſions. '65 


PROLOGLE 


Spoken at the opening ofche DU K E's 
NEW PLAY-HOUSE. 


1s notin this as in the former Age, 
When Wit alone ſuffic'd r'adorn the ſtage, 
When things well ſaid an Audience cou'd invite, 
Without the hope of ſuch a Gaudy Sight: 
What with yourFathers took wou'd take with you 
if Wit had ſtill the Charm of being New, 
Had not enjoyment cull'd your appetite, 
She in her homely dreſs wou'd yet Celight ; 
Such ſtately Theatres we nce i not raiſe, 
Our Old Houſe wou'd! put off our cuileſt Plays. 
You Gallants know a freſh Wench of faxteen 
May drive the Trade in honeſt Bombariae 


$ A n\ 
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And never want good Cuſtom, ſhou'd ſhe lie 

La a back. Room, two ur three ſtories high : 

But ſuch a Beauty as has long been knowng 

Though not decay'd, but to Perfe&ion grown, 

Muſt, if ſbe mean to thrive in this leud Town, 

Wear Points, lac'd Pctticoats, and a rich Gowa; 

Her Lodgings too muſt with her Dreſs agree, 

Be hung wich Damask, or with Tapeſtry ; 

Have China, Cabinets, and a great Glals, 

Toſtrike reſpec into an Anvrous Aſs. 

Vithourt the help of Stratagems and Arts, 

An old Acquaiatance cannot touch your Hearts 

M-thinks tis hard our Authors ſhoud ſubmir 

530 tamely to their Predeceſſors wit, 

S,1., I am {ure, among you there are few 

\\ou.: :rant yourGrand- fathers had more theny0u 
1 in this buſineſs may proceed t09 far, 


YL. 151110 a ſtorme againſt our Faeatre 3 
| And 
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Vils | 


you 


far, 


.nd 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 67 
And then what wou'd the wiſe Adventurers [ay, 
Who are in a much greater fright to day 
Then ever Poet was about his Play ? 
Our apprehenſions none can juſtly blame, 
Money is dearer much to us then Fame: 
This thought on, let our Poets juſtific 
The Reputation of their Poetry , 
Weare reſoly'd we will not have to do 
With what's between thoſe Gentlemen and you, 
Be kind, and let our Houſe have but your praiſe, 


You'r welcome every day to damn their Plays 


I 


Falling in love with a Stranger at 4 


Play. 


[ You Amarilli;, on the Stage, whilſt you 
Behold a feigned love you gave 2 true ; 
F 2 
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Ilik? a Coward in the Amorous War , 
Came only to look 0n,yet got a Scar ; 
Fixt by your cyes, | had no power to flic , 
They held me whil'(t you gaind the Vidory: 
1 chought I ſafely mighc my fight contcne, 
i» which the power to like ( not love )I lent, 
"ou it I ventur'd on ſome flight Diſcourſe, 
1: /1,uld beſuchas could no paſſion nurſe : 
/ Eby the treacherous luſtre of your eyes, 
At laſt I plai,1 too near the Precipice: 
Love camediſguis'd in wonder and delight | 
Aud 1 was conquer e're 1 knew him right ; 
Your words f-!! on my pafhon like thoſe thow:r 
Which (well and multiply the rifing lowers, 
Like Cnpia's ſelf, a God, and yer a cilicc, 
Your looks at once were awful, and yet mil. : 
Methoughts you bluſh's,as conicious of my flams, 


Whi!'tt your ſtrict vertue cid your beauty blame: 
Buc 


Lil 


IE; 


{pon ſeveral Occaſions, 


ut reſt ſecures yare from the guilc as free, 


As Saints ador'd from our Idolatty 
And Love a Torment doe's for me prepare, 


Beyond your rigour in my own deſpair. 


[ ndifference excuſed. 


| Ove, when *tis true, needs not the aid 
| | {OF ſighs vor tears to make it known ; 


And to convince the ccueFſt Maid, 


Lovers thould uſe rheir love alone :* 


Into their very looks 'twill ſteal ; 
And he that moſt will hide his lame, 
Dar's in that care his pains reveal, 


Silence it ſelfe can love proclam : 
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This Aurelia made me ſhun 

The paths that common lovers tread: 
Whoſe guilty paſſions are begun, 
Not in their Hearts, but in their Heads 


I cou'd not ſigh, and with croſs'd arms 
Lament yoor Rigour and my Fate, 

Nor tax your beauty with ſuch charms 

As men adore, and Y Vomea hate : T 


But careleſs live, and without Art, 
Knowing my love you muſt have (pi'de, 
And thinking it a fooliſh part, 

To ſtrive to ſhew what none can hide. 


THE 
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Wpon ſeveral Occaſions. 71 


| The Platonick. 


AIR o@#avia, you are much too blam”, 
_ blow the fire, and wonder at the fl if 
1 did converſe, 'tis true, ſo far was mine z 
But thatI lov'd, and hop'd, was wholly thine 
Not hop'd, as others do, for a return, 

But that I might without offending burn, 

1 thought thoſe eyes which every houre enflave, 
Could not remember all the wounds they gave : 
Forgotten in the crowd 1 witht to 12, 

Aod of your coldneſs, not your anger, Cie 3 

Yet fince you know 1 love, 'tis now no tim? 
Longer to hide, let me excuſe the crime? z 

| F 4 Sectng 
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Seeing what laws I to my paſſion give, 

Perhaps you may conſent that it ſhould live : 
Firſt, it never ſhall a hope advance 

Of waiting on you, but by ſeeming chgace , 

I at a diſtance will adore your eyes, 

As awful Perſians do the Eaſtern Skies, 

| I never will preſume to think of Sex, 

Norwith grofs thoughts my deathleſs love.perplex 

I tread a pleaſant path without deſign; 

And to thy care wy happinels reſign, 

From Heaven it ſelf thy beauty cannot be 

A freer gift then is my love to thee. 


Upon ſeveral Octaſions. 


To 4 Devout Tounge Woman, 


Hillis this mighty zeal afſwage; 
ÞP:. over-act your party ” 
The Martyrs at your tender Age, 
Gave Heaven but half their hearr. 


ET 


Old men (till paſt the pleaſure) ne'se | 
Declaim againſt the fin, 

'Tis early to begin to fear 

The Devil at fifteen. 


7 The World to Youth is too ſevere; 
And like a treacherous light, 
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* Beauty the ARions of the fair 
Expoſes to their ſight. 


And yer this World, as old as 'tis, 

Is oft deceiy'd by'ttoo y 

Wiſe Combinations ſeldom mils, 
\ Ler's try what we can do. 


—_—_— 


SONG. 


\ \ THEN 4 arelia firſt became 

The Miſtreſs of his heart, 
So milde and gentle was her reign, 
Thirſfss in hers had part: 


Reſerves and care he laid afide, 
And gave his Love the Reins z 
The headlong courſe he now muſt bide, 
No other way remains, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
At firſt her cruelty he feard, 
But that being overcome, . 


No ſecond for a while appear'd, 
And he thought all his own - 


He call'd himſelf a happier man 
Then ever loy'd before ; 

Her favours ſtil his hopes out-ran 
What Mortal can have more ? 


Love ſmil'd at firſt, then looking grdT -: 
Said, Thirfss leave to boaſt ; 

More joy then all her kindneſs gave, 
Her fickleneſs will coſt, 


He ſpoke, and from that fatal time, 
All Thirfs did, or (aid 
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Appear'd unwelcome, or a crime, 
To the ungrateful Maid, 


Then he deſpairing of her heart, 

Would fain have had his own 
Love anſwered, ſuch a Nymph could part 
With nothing ſhe had won- 


To CEORTS, 


Lorls, I cannot ſay, your eyes 
Þ Did my tnwary heart ſurprize; 
Nor will I ſwear it was your face, 
Your ſhape, or any;aameleſs grace; 


For you are ſo entirely fair, 
To love a part injuſtice were g 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 97 
No drowning man can know which drop, 
Of water his laſt breath did ſtop, * 


$o when the ſtars in Heaven appear, 


And joyn to make the Night look clear ; 
The Light we no one's Bounty call, 

But the united work of all , | 

He that both lips, or hands adore, 


Deſerves them only, and ao more z 
Bur 7 love all, atd every part, 

And nothing leſs can eaſe my heart, 
Cupid, that Lover weakly ftrikes, 
Who canexpreſs what 'tis he likes. 
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SONG, 


Hreks, art chou mad 
A To letthe Worldin me 


5 | Envy 


” 
- 
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Envy j@yes I never had, 
And cenſure them in thee. 


Filld with grief for what is paſt, 
Let us at length be wiſe, 

And the Banquet boldly caſt, 
Since we have paid the price. 


Love does eafie ſouls deſpiſe, 
Who loſethemſelves for toyes, 
Andeſcape for thoſe deviſe, 

V Vhotaſt his utmoſt joyes. 


To be thus for Trifles blam'd,: 

Like theirsa folly is, 

VVho are for vain C wearing damn'd, 
And knew no higher bliſs. 


Upon ſeveral Occafions. 
Love ſhould like the year be crown, 

With ſweet variety 3 th 
Hope ſhduld inthe Spring de-found 

Kind fears, and jealouſie. 


| In the Summer flower ſhould riſe, 

And in the Autumn Fruit , 

His Spring doth elſe but mock our eyes, 
And in a ſcoff ſalute. 


_—_— 


SONG 
Ove gill has ſomething of the Sea, 
From whence his Mother roſe , 


No time his Slaves from doubt can free, 
Nor give their thoughts repoſe: 
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They are becalm#4in cleareſt dayes, 
And in rough weather toſt ; 

They wither under cold delayes, 

Or are in tempeſts loſi, 


One while they ſeem to touch the Port, 
Then ſtraight into the Main, 

Somme angry Wind ig cruel ſport, 

Their Veſſel drives again, | 


At firſt, diſdain and pride they fear, 
Whichif they chance to ſcape, 


Rivals and falſhood ſoon appear 
In a more dreadful ſhape» 


By ſuch degrees to joy they come , 
And are {0 long withſtood, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


$0 ſlowly they receive the ſumme; 
It hardly does them good, 


Tis cruel to prolong a pain z 

And to defer a Bliſs. 
Relieve » me, gentle Hermione, \ 
No leſs inhumane is, 


An hundred thouſand oaths your fears, 
Perhaps would not remove ; 

And if 1 gaz'dathouſand years, 

I could no deeper love,. 


Tis fitter much for you to gueſs, 
Then for me to explain ; 

But grant, O grant that happigeſs 
Which only doesremain, 


—_— 


ef Dialogue between Amuintas 
and Celia, 


Celia. Mintas] am come alone, 
” EDM as I ſaid 
But whither is thy Honour flown ? 
I fear I am betray'd : 
Thy looks are chang'd, and 1n the place 
Ot innocent deſires, 


Methinks 1 ſee thy eyes and face 
Burn with uauſal fires. 


" Amintas, See's not my Celia Nature wear 
_ One Countenaance in the Spring, 

And yet another (trape prepare, 

To bring the Harveſt in ? 


NHpon ſeveral gcc afions. 
Look on the Eagle, how unlikg 

He to the Egg is found, 

When he prepares his Pownce to ſtrike 
His Prey againſt the ground 

Fears might my Infant Love become z 
Twere want of kindneſs now, 

chould modeſty my Hope benum, 

Or check what you allow 


Celia, Amintas hold, what could yqu wok 
To worſt of Women do ? 
Ah ! how could you a paſſion nurſe, 
90 much my Honours Foe * 


Amintas: Make not an idol of a Toy, 
Which every breath can ſhake, 
Which all muſt have, ornone enjoy, 
Whag courſe ſo ere we take; 
G 3 
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Whilſt Women hate, or Mea are vain, 


You cannot be ſecure , 
What makes my Celis then a pain N 


So fruitleſs ro endure ? 


Celia. Could I the World negle& for the e, 
Thy love, though dear it coſt, 
In ſome unkind conceit of me, 
Would be untimely loſt: 
Thou would'ft thy own Example fear, 
And every heedleſs word 
I chance let fall beyond thy care, 


Would ſome new doubt afford. 


Amintas, If 1 amjealous, 'cis becauſe 


. I know not where you love z 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


With me fulfil Loves gentle Laws, 


And all my fears remove. 


| Cefis, Women, like things, at ſecond hand, '! 
Do half their valye loſe, 
But whilſt all Courtſhip they withſtand, 
May art their pleaſure chooſe, —_ 


Amintas. This were a fine Diſcourſe,my Dear» 


if we were not alone g j 


But now Love whiſpers in my ear, 
There's ſomewhat to be done. 

She ſaid ſhe never would forgive, 
He kiſſing, ſwore the ſhould 5s , 
And told her ſhe was mad to ſtrive 
Againſt theic mutual good. 
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What farther paſt, 1 canot tell, 
But fart not mach amiſs 3 

He vow'd he loy.d her dearly well, 
She anſwered with a kiſs. 


TO 


SONG. 


FN Ect you gone, you will ando me , | 
(Gi yon love me, don't purſue me 
Let that inclination periſh, 
Which Idare no longer cheriſh ; 
it does of late (o faſt prevail, | 
Jt muſt g0 now or not atall : 
For ſhould it gather farther ſtrength, 
'Twould give my Honour Laws aclength - 
With harmleſs thoughts Idid begin, Ws 
But.jn the Crowd Love entred in ; 


Upon ſeveral Occafions. 
I knew him not he was (o gay, 

Se 10mnocent and full of play z 

At every hour, inevery place, 

I neither ſaw; nor form'd your face 3 
All that in Playes was finely writ, 

My thoughts for you, and me were fit. 
My Dreams at night were all of yap, 
Such as till then I never knew * 


I ſported thus in young deſire, 
Chear'd with light, free from his fice + 


But now his Teeth and Claws are grown, 
' Letme the Fatal Lion ſhun 

| You found me harmleſs, leave me ſo; 
For were I not, youd leaye tte 100, 


POEMS 


Lea' 
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SONG. M 

| by WI 

4 Hillis, you have enough enjoy'd 
| The pleaſures of Difdain z 


Methinks your pride ſhoud now be cloy'd, 
And grow it ſelf again : | _ 

open to Love your long ſhut Breſt, 

And entertain it's ſweeteſt Gueſt, 


Love that can heal the wounds he gives, 
And can ill ſage light ; 'F 
May laugh at all thar Fate contrives, 


| W, 
Full of it's own delight , | n 
For in his Chains ware happier far, | 'T 
Then Kings themſelve$ without 'em are. | V 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


Leave then to tame Philoſophy 
The joyes of quictneſs ; 
With meinto Loves Empire fly, 
| And taſte my happineſs : 
Where even Tears and Sighs can ſhow, 
Pleaſures the cruel never know. 


UTE SE WEE————_  — _ ___—_———_ 


Mc... for your Commands to ſtay, 
Is the mean duty of a Wretch, 

Whoſe ſervice yo with wages pay * 

Lovers ſhould at occaſion catch, 

Not idly wait till it be brought, 


But with the deed o'cerake your thought 3 


Honour and Love let them give o're, 


Who do their cuty, and no more, 


Awa Ke 
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Wake my Eyes, at night my thoughts pa 
ye 


Your Charming Shape,& find it ever new 
if my weary breaft to ſleep reſign , 

In 9audy Dreams your love and beauty ſhine 3 
Dreams with ſuch Extaſies Pleaſures fill'd, 

As to thoſe joyes they ſeem can only yield ; 

Nor do they yield perhaps, wou'd you allow, 
Dear Flevis, that 1 once might know, 


SONG 


P Hillis, let's ſhnn the common Fate, 
And let our love never turn to hare : 


T'le dote no longer then 1 can, 
Without being call'd a faithleſs Man , 
VVhen we begia co warit Diſcoutſe, 


a5 


Upon ſeviral Occafbons. | 
1. | And kindneſs ſeems to tat f force, 

ſye As freely as we met, wee part , 

Bach one pofleſt of their own heart, 

Thus whilſt grave Fools themſelves undo; 
We'll Game,and give off Savers too - 

S0 equally the match we'll make, 

Both ſhall be glad to draw the ſtake. 

A ſmile of thine ſhall make my bliſs; 

I will -njoy thee in a kiſs- 

rle loye and hate juſt where you do, 

And for'tno ocher reaſon know. 

When from this height my love does fall 
Wee! bravely ſcorn to love at all: 

If thy affe&tion firſt decay, 

T''le the whole blame on Nature lay. 

| Alas whar Cordtal can remove, 


| The hafly Fate of dying Love ? 
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+ Tle ggieveas for a friend deceas'd 
And with the next as well be pleasd * 


Thus we will all the World excel, 
In loying,and in living well, 


IIA, 
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QSm—_—— W —_—_—— 
- 


Lthough no Art the Fire of Love can tame 
'Tis oft extingiuſh't by an equal flame, 


— 


a. 


HE painted Apples that adorn, , 
Of yon'd fair Tree, the Airy top, 


And ſeems our dull approach to ſcorn, 


From their weak Stalk muſt one Cay drop z 
And 


' Upon ſeveral Occafpons; 
Andoutof reach of Mortals plac'e, 

B= the vile food of Worms at laſt, 
Thus ends of Humane things the Pride, 
Baradown Times ever-flowing Tide, 


Thy Matchleſs Beauty, that we all 

Now with ſuch heat and paſſion court, 
Though kept from worthy Lovers, ſhall 
Confeſs its Tyraany bur ſhort 2 

Then do not Love with Anger meer; 
Nor cruel be, to ſeem dilcreec ; 
Shunning what Nature does intend, 
Things ſeldom meet a Nobler nd. 
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Ot Celis thar 1 juſter am, 
N Or berter chen the reſt 
For I would change each honr like them, 
Were ir my intereſt. 


- ut1 ataty'd to very thee, . 
By every thought I have 
Should you my heart but once (et free, 
I would be no more ſlave. 


All thas xs Woman is ador'd : 
In chy dear (elf I fand: 


Hpon ſeurral Octafpans, 


For your whole Sex can but afford, 
The handſome and the kind, 


Ay then ſhould 1 ſeek farther ftore, 
And ſtill make love anew * M4 
Y VYhea change it ſelf can give no more, 
Tis cafe to be true, 


oe 2 

| 

1 

Hirps no more againſt my flame adviſe, | 

Bur let me be in love, and be you wiſe ; 
Here end,agd there begin a new acidreſs, 


Purſue the vulgar, cafic happincis ; 
Leave me to Amw4dresia, who alone 


Cag ia py ſullgg begr 6:9 bgr Throne: 
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know as w.1ll as you 'tis mean to burn, 

For one who to our flame makes noreturn : 
But you like me know not thoſe conquering Eyes, 
Which mock prevention by a quick ſurprize : 
And now like a hurt Deer,in vain 1 ſtart, 
From her, that in my breaſt has hid the Dart. 
Though 7 can never xeach her Excellence, - 
Take ſomewhat in my hopeleſs Loves defence . 
Her Beauty. is her nut eſteemed V Vealth, 
And Graces move about her eyes by ſtealth, 
Vertue in others, the forc't Child of Art 
Is but the conſtant temper of her Heart: 
All charms her Sex ſo often courts in vain, 
( Like 12diaz Fruir, which our cold Earth diſdain? 
I:1 her grow wild, as in their Native Air ; 


And ſhe has all perfe&ion without care. 


Of Lov.s harms ſhe has a gentle ſenſe, 
F -: Be uty eife wenld clogg her innocence: 


I ke 


eS, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
Like a wiſe Prince ſhe rules her ſervants ſo, 
That neither want nor Luxury they know ; 
None vainly hoping what ſhe may not give, 
Like humble flaves at ſmall expence welive * 


And I the wretched comfort only ſhare, 
To be the Jaſt whom ſhe will bid deſpair. 


_ m——_ 
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Ask not my Celia would love me again, 
In its own pleaſure my love is pay'd 


Tle find ſuch excuſes for all her difdain, 


That ſhortly to frown 1'le make her afraid, 


Her negle& of me, of her ſell Ile chink care g 

Her craelty , I her ſtri& Vertue will name ; 
When leaſt kind ſhe ſeems, 1'le believ her moſt near 

And call her refuſal, but a Virgins Fame, 
H Thus 
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Thus all that was wont heretofore to cuxe love, 7 
In'me ſhalt increaſe, and ftir up the fire , 
rle make her.at laſt ſome kind remedy prove, 
Since all others but increaſe my defire, 


'Whilt no man enjoyes that which I court in vainy 
And Celia tofione is kinder then me ; 
To her Honour Te yield, and never complain, 
But dye at her feet, if ſo it decree, 


We 
SONG 


Rink a bout till the day find us, 
Theſe are pleaſares that will laſt, 
Let no fooliſh paſſion blind us = 


Joys of Love make too much haſt. 


Maids are long ere we can win 'uw, 
An: our Paſſions waſt the while; 


in, 


Upon ſeveral Occafions 


In a B:er Glaſs we'l begin'um, 


Let ſome Fool take th other toy- 


Yet we will have ſtore of good Wenches; 


Whom their own high bloods ſhall court, 
After two or three good Drenches, 


To out-do them at the Sport 


Joyning thas both Mirth and Beauty, 


To make up our full delight : 


In Wine and Love we pay our Duty 


To each friendly coming night. 


w 
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Alking among thick ſhades alone, 


I heard a dying voice 
H. 2 


Whic 4 
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Which fighing ſaid, now ſhe is gone 
-| Ple makenoſecond choice, 


Fel 

ITlook'c and ſaw it was a Swain, 
| | the ſee 
V'Vho to the flying wind, Pro 
Did of ſome Neighbouring Nymph complain, No Li 
Too fair, and too unkind, Of 
He told me how he ſaw her firſt, But ch 
And with what gracious eyes, Or 
And gentle ſpeech that flame ſhe nurſt, Ere h 
V Vhich ſince ſhe did deſpiſe. He 
His Vows ſhe did as faſt receive, Even 
As he could breath 'em to her , An 


Love in her Eyes proclaim'd her leave, Thar 
That he alone ſhould woo hey, 

They feed their flocks ſtill near one place, ' Now 

And at one inſtant mes 


Upon ſeveral Oct aſians. || 
ſe gazing on her lovely face, 
Fell deeper in the Net. rY 


ſhe ſcem'd of her new Captive glad, 
Proud of his Bondage he z 

No Lover e're a proſpe& had 

Of more felicity- 


But the falſe Maid, or never lov'd, 
Or gave ſo quicklyorey. 
Ere his was to the heighth improv'd, 


Her kindneſs was no mores 


Even her diſſemblings ſhelet fall, 
And made him plainly ſee, 
' That though his heart ſhedid enthcall, 


Her own was ever free, * 


| 
| 


Now leaſt his care ſhould pity move, 
She ſhuns his very fight , 


He | 


_— 


- = ” co - 
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Andleive him to that hopeleſs.love, 
She did crefte in ſpight. 


Her name I could not make him tell, 
Though vowing him my aid g 

He (aid he never would reveal, 
In Life, nor Death, the Maid, 


Thea a wild look the Shepherd caſt, 
And falling underneath 
A Beach, where he had ſeen her laſt, 


Reſign'd his utmoſt breath, 


Pp EEE 
— 
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SI fat thoughtful in a ſhade, 
A There I ſpied a loving pair, 


Vyho 


1{pon ſeveral Occaſions. 
V Vho cloſely by eacit other lay'd, 
Paſt their time in ſofter care - 


While ſhe look't ſadly on the ground, 

On her Eyes the Youth's were fix't 5 
| 12 which me thought he gladly found 
Jealoufic with kindneſs mixt: 


| Bur his ſoon dulland heavier grew, 


When ſhe rais'd her drooping Head,. 
And told him, fince he was untrue, 


With his Faith her Lovs was _ 


Though Jealouſie be full of pain, 
Conſtant Loyecan ſuffer more : 
The death of yours, ſayes the griev'd Swain. 


| Shews it was but weak before. 


The Nymph ceplyed; finc2'you can prove 


| Falſe to one {0 kind as 1, 447 
| H 4 Alas, 
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Alaſs; how hard is it to love ? 
And how eaſe 'tis to dy ! 


He anſwered, and did gently ſeiſe, 
Her fair hand he did adore 


Yon can love me ſtill with more, 


4 Diſguiſe not then your tender heart, 
Fear I ſhould anothers be, 
g*etrayes, in ſpight of all your Act, 


That you were botn 'fonly me, 


Like gentle Dew or wither'd leaves, 
s Loveis loſt on almoſt all ; 

But the freſh Flower with joy receives 
"That which there would vainly fall; 


wr 
- 


Since you can dy with ſo much eaſe, 


To 


| 


| 


| 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
To faireſt Nymphs Love adds a grace, 
And no kind one can be foul , 
Love gives a Beauty to the Face, 
And a ſoftneſs to the Soul, 


Since therefore fain'd inconſtancy,' - 
With the wocld deceives you too; 
Henceforth my flame ſhall rather be 


Seen by all,” then not by you. 


As by ſome waters pttrling nojſe, 
Ofc repoſe we ſooneſt find ; | | 

So theſe fond Turtles murmuring joyes, 
Rock'r aſleep my reſtleſs mind, 


Which 1 from this bleſt couple brought, 
Freed from all my duller care, 


But, in its place, alaſs,I thought 


Him too happie, Her too fair. 
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He Grave my envy now beget', * 
Thar did my. pity move. 
Who, by the right of wanting Wit 
Are free from cares of ye 


Turks honour Fools, becauſe they are. : 
By chat defe@ ſecure 5 - .. 
From ſlavery, and.toils of. War, 
Which all the reſt endure; 


So1, that ſuffer cold neglteQ, 
And wounds from Celia's Eyes, 

> gin extreamly to reſpe&t 

Theſe Fools, that ſeem ſo,wil 


Upon ſeveral Occafuns. 
Tis true, they ſet their filly hearts 
Na things of no delight 


To paſs all day for men of parts, _ 
They paſs alone the night : 


But Cel:4 never breaks their reft; 
Such ſer vans ſhe diſdains 5 \. 

And fo the Fops aredully bleſt, 

While I endure her chains. 
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The Ballers Life, 


_— trave too many hours, that employ 'em 
About Buſineſs, Ambition, or News, 
| While we that know how to enjoy *em, 


Wiſh in vain for the time which ſuch Block- 
heads miſuſe : 


| They that toyl in impertinent care, 


May ſtrive to be often at leaſure ; 
\. They cannot be worſe then they are 

Bat we whoſe buſineſs is pleaſure, 
Have never a moment to ſpare, 


Ar 


Tl 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
With dangerous Damſels we dally, 


Till we come to a cloſer diſpute g 
And whea we no more Forces can rally, 

Our kind foes give us leave to retire and recruits 
Then drooping to Bacchus we fly, 

Who Nobly regarding our merits, 
VVith ſuccours always isnigh ; 

And thus'reviving our ſpirits, 
We love, and we drink till we die- 
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HEN cold deſpair 


Would quench my paſfion, and > all | 
my care, | 


Then gentle words, and gentle fighy recall 
MY. 


MI _—_—_ 
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My vaniſhing hopes which fain would ſtay z 


But ſtranger fears ſoon drives my hopes away z 

| And back again ro prief I fall + 

Her favour thus, like Cordials oiven.in vain 
Todying men, does but prolong my pain. 

Ah Glorians, why 

Like all your other Lovers way not 1 

Have leave, alas, ſoon to deſpair and dy * 

Be rather cruel, then bur kind in part, | 

Hide thoſe ſoft looks, or ſhew as ſoft a heart, 


ms. 3 — — - 


To Celiat 


Eli, the faithful ſervant you diſown, 
Wou'd in obedience keep his love unknown 


Upon ſeveral. Occafions. 
But bright 1dea's ſuch as you inſpire, 

Wecan no more conceal, than not admire : 

My heart at home, in my own breſt did dwell 
Like humble Hermit in a peaceful Cell, 
Unknown, and undifturb'd, it reſted there, 
Stranger alike to hope, and to diſpair : 

But Loves Tumulcuous Train does aow invade 

| Theſacred quiet of this hollowed ſhade , 

His fatal flame ſhine out:to every*eye, 

| Like blazing Comets ina V VinterSky, 

Fair and ſevere like Heav'n! you injoyn, 
Commands that ſeems croſs co your own deſign, 
Forbiddiog what your ſelves incline us to : 


Since if from Heavenly power you will allow, 
That all our faculty proceed y 'tis plain, 
What 'ere we will, i$ that the Gods ordain 3 


Bue they and you, Rights wicbeur Limit have, 


Over your Creatures,and(more yours)your _ 
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And tam one, bora only to admire, 
To humble'ere to hope, ſcarce to deſire, 

A thing whole bliſs depends upon your will ; 
Who coud be proud, you'd deign to uſe him ill. 
Hew can my paſſion merit your offence, 

That challenges fo little recompence ? 

© Let me dut ever love, and ever be 

The Example of your power and cruelcy ; 

Since ſoimuch ſcorn does in your breſt refide, 

Be more indutgent to its Mother, Pride; 

Kill all you ftrike, and trample on their Craves; 
But own the Fates of your negleRed ſlaves : 
Whea in the crowd yours uadiſtinguiſh'd lyes, 
You give away the Triumph of your Eyes: 
Permit : me then to glory in my Chains, - 

My fruitleſs fighs, and my unpitizd pains : 
Perhaps obtainiog this, you'll think I find 


More Mercy then your Anger has defigu'd ; 


But 


5 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions: 11; 
But Love has care fully contriy'd for me; 

The laſt perfeRien of Miſerys 
For to my State thoſe hopes of Common peace, 
WhichDeath affords to everyWretch, muſt ceaſe 
My worſt of Fates attends me in my Grave, 
Since, dying, I muſt be no more your Slave: 


To CELIA -< 


LL things ſubmit themſelvs to your commurd, 
Aras Celia, when it does not Love withſtand, Bf 


The power it borrowed from your eyes alone, 'F 
All but himſelf would yield to who has none; 
Were he not blind, ſuch are theCharmes you have 
He'd quit his Godhead co become your Slave: 
Be proud. to at a Mortal Heroes part, | 


And throw himſclf for Fame on his own Dart? 
J Bur 
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But Fate hath otherwifediſpos'd of things, 
In different Bands ſubj:Ring Slaves, and Kings: 
Thar Fatelike you,refiſtle(s) dees ordain * 
That Love alone ſhould over Beauty Reign. 
By Harmony the Univ rſc does move 3 
. And what is Harmony, but mutual Love ? 
Se gentle Brooks, how quietly they glide, 
Kiſſing the rugged Banks on either ſide, 


Andwith them feed the Flowers which they beſtow; 
Though preſt upon by their too rude embrace, 

of gentle ryurmurs they keep on their pace 

To their Lov'd Sea ſor even ſtreams have deſire $ 
Cool asthey'are, they feel Love's pow'rfull fires: 
And with1uch paſſton, that if any force 


Stop or moleſt'ym in their Am'rous courſe, 


\Who 


They (w. ll wittrrag#, break down, and ravage ore 
- Th; Binks they kiſg'9, the flowets the y ſed before. . | 


Who 
Whie 
Subm 
For F 
AnJ 
Anot 


You 
And 


Whil &t in their Chriftal Stream ac once they ſhow, | Het: 


His f 
Beau 
Mar 
Say} 
Cou 
Che 


Upon [evgral Occaſions. 
Who would reſiſt an Empire ſo Diviae, 

Whieh Univerſal Nature does enjoyn ? 

Submit then Celis er'e you be reduc'd, 

For Rebels vanquiſhe once, are vilcly us d. 

AnJ {nch are you, when e'ce you dare obey 
Another paſſion, and your Love betray, 

You are Loves Citadels, by you he reigns, 

And his proud Empire o'ce the World maintains , 
| He truſts you with his Stratagems and Arms, 

His frowns, his ſmiles, &all his conquering charms. 
Beauty's no more bur the dead Soyl which Love 
Mannures, and does by wiſe Commerce improve 
Sayling by Sighes through Seas of cears,he (ends, 
Courtſhip fromPForraign hearts: For your own ends 
Cheriſh a Trade . for aS with 7adians we 
Ger Gold and Jewels for our Trumpery, 
| Soro each other for their uſeleſs Toyes, 

| | Lovers afford Ineſtimable Joyes : 
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"But if you're fond of Trifles, be, and' ſtarve, 
Your Gugaw Reputation preſerve £ 

Live upon Modeſty and empty Fame, 
Foregoing Senſe,for a fantaſtick Name. 


'4% 
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$he lay in thePlain, his arm under his head. | 
And his Flock feeding by,the food Celader | 


(ſaid 
if Love's a ſweet paſſion, why does i it torment? 
If a bitter ( ſaid he ) whence are Lovers conteſt 


gince 7 {| uffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complail | 


Or grieve at my Fate, when know, * tis in vain 
Yer ſo plcafii ing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 


That at once it both wounds me, & tickles my heart | 


To my ſelf I ſigh often without knowing why, 
An4 whence abſent fromPhilis,methinksI could diey 
| BuC 


-When kindeFortune do's help me to ſee her again, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. u7 
But oh} what a pleaſure ſtill follows my pain , 


In her eyes (the bright Stars that foretel what's 
(ro come, 


By ſoft ſtealth now and then I examine my doom- 
I preſs her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known, 
But oh!how I'm bleſt when ſo Kind ſhe do's prove» 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 


And our Eyes tell each other what neither dar® 
{name} 
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F 
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Ow Charming are thoſe pleaſant pains 
" Which the ſucceſsfall Lover gains! 
'Oh1 how the longing Spirit flies, 
 Onſcorching ſighes, from dying eyes ? 
Whoſe intermixing Rayes impart, 
Love's welcome Meſſage to the heart. 


Then, how the aRive Pulſe grow'n warm, 
To every ſenſe gives the Alarm ! 

But oh! the Raptures, and the Qualms, 
When Love unites the melting Palms 1 
What extaſics ! what hop:s and fears! 
What pretty talk, and am'rons c cars 


To theſe, a thouſand YVowes ſucceed; 


Upon (everas Gredfians, 
And then, oh Hzavens ! the ſecrer deed ! 

"" | Whenſenſe and Sotl are bath'd: in bliſs, © 
Think, dear Aminda! think on this ; *' y 
And curſe thoſe hours, we did not prove 

The raviſbing delights of Love- 


| SONG. 


Ive or fooliſh heart, and make haſt to Ceſpair, 
ForDaphneregards not thy yowsnor thy prayec 
When I plead for thy paſſion.thy pains to, prolong, 
She courts her Ghittar, and replies with a. Song'7 


No more ſhall true Lovers thy Beaaty adore, 
Weret he Gods ſo ſevere» men would worſhip ne 
more. 


No 
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' No morewill1 wait like a Slave at thy dore, 

Tle ſpend the cold nights at thy window no more: 
My Lungs in long ſighs /no more will exhale; 
Since thyPcide is to make me grow ſullenand pale; 
No more ſhall 4mintas thy pity implore, 


Were the Gods ſo ingrate, men would worſhip no 
more. 


No more ſhall thy Frowns or free humor perſwade, 
To court the tair Idol my. Fancy has made , 


When thySaints fo negleted ;their follies give 0're 
Thy Deity's loft, and thy Beauty's no more. 


- SI Goin 


No more, &c. 
$1 Y 13 TOfLC: 


How weak at&the Vows of a Loverin pain, 


VVhen farter'd by hope, or oppreſs'd by diſdain 2 


No ſooner thy Daphne's bright Eyes Ireview, 
Bat all is ſorgot, and I vow all anew ; 


No 


Tt 
A 


| Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 121 
No more cruel Nymph { will murmure-no more, 


Did theGods ſeem{o fair,men would worſhip them | 
Cm ore» 


Ou OI— _— _— — 
— 
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| "Ith ſo much eaſe ingrateful Swains, _ 
| Your faithleſs vows havecur'd your pains 
You think by thoſe your perjuries herray'd, 


That all are falſe, or elſe may {o be made? 
And ev'ry ſmile or pleaſing word proclaimes, 


The coldeſt Nymph an offring to your flames, 


Vain Shepherd know that now's the tim? 
To ſuffer for thy boaſted crime: 

Repeated Vows with me leſs credit find, 

Then ſmiling Sea's, or the uncertain Wind. 


Deep 
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DeepSighs'and frequent tears as things of courſes 
 $>common are that they have loſt their force, 


Thy Paſtons Truth will beſt appear * | 
Diſguis'd in doubts and guilty fear 
Whenall the Heart and careful Tongue conceal, | T 


The Senſe diſorder'd, and the Eyes reveal; 
Such dark confuſion makes the flame ſhine bright, 
SoStars are beſt diſcern'd through ſhades of night. 


One Nol'n look can better woe, | V 
Then Sighs and Tears and Yowes can docs 
The falſeſt Hearts like empty Veſſels ſound, Y 


Zar may thy feign' d; become areal wound, 
That thy ſeverer Pennance :nay declare 
How great mens crimes, and womens virtues atſe. 
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SONG. 
D* Aminda, in vain you ſo coily refuſe, 


What nature and Loy: do inſpire ; 


| 


> | Thatformal old way which your Mother did uſes 


Can never confine the deſire 
Ic rather adds Oyl to the fire, 


| When the tempting delights of woing are loſt, 
And pleaſure's a Duty become ; 
We both ſhall appcar-like ſome dead Lovers ghoſt, 
To frighten each other from home z fl 
And the G:nial bed like a Tombe- 


Now, low at your feet your fond Lover will lye , 
And (e-ka new Fate in your eyes z 
One Amorons ſmile will exalt him ſo higt:, 
He can all but Aminda deſpiſe ; 
Th:n change to a frown, and he dies, 
To 


= +0 E M8 
To love; and eachother, we'll ever be true ;,! Bat | 
Bat to raiſe our Enjoyments by Art, Yet 


W:11 often fall our, and as often renew, My 
For to wound and cure the ſmart» _. My 

Is the pleaſure which captiyes the Heart. | The 

A | inc 

me 4% 

| Thi 


APANEGTRICK ſent by, a Gentleman, with | yy, 
his Pittyre to his Myſtriſs- 


1 
\Bfcquen Picure-With her leave, preſume Ar 
To go where baniſh'd / muſt never come. | Bu 


Thou art not from 0rinds's Eyes debar'd , 
She doom'd the ſubſtance; but the ſhadow ſpar'd 5 
How different js my puniſhment to theirs. 
Who for their ſins are ſent to offer Prayers; 

And viſit Saints at ſome far diſtant ſhrine? 


Uponſeveral 8ccafions: 125 
Bar my hard pennaace is ro ſtay from mine. 
Yer this may freely paſs ſhe's pleaſ'd to grant 
My Deputy may viſit my fair $aint - 

My Duty to my.PiQure 7 refign, _ 

The Pilgrim That; but the Devotion's Mine- 
Since I'm debarr'd rhe freedom to be juſt, 
To this ſmall Envoy 1 my vows. fintruſt. ' 
This dumb gollicitour plac'd in wy ſtead, 

May minde yoy of harcauſe, ir cannot plead. 
Whene're you look on this, think on my ſtate, 
Andlet my. Offering be my Advocate. 

Bur go thou falſe Diffembler, For each Line, 


Which while wich her kind Preſence bleſt, was 
( mine Z 


Now in her abſence no Reſemblance bears, 

To took like Me'it wants my Griefs and Tears- 
Wanting her prefence, all my looks and ſence, 
Which were employ'd t'admire her Excellence. 


—_— ... \ WEIS «a 


_—_— 
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She gon, are growniſo ſtupid and'iſo dull 
My ſhadow wants a' Body, 1 a Soul-' 
Tohim that Loves thegentle Fates/allow 
A Conftancy in all things but his Brow- TM 
He may look Dull:or-Gay ; be Mean,or Brave, - 
As he's a happy or a wretched Slave, | 


Who then Paints Me —- 1 01 
Muſt draw mein my Chains, each Feature mould 
Juſt as the ſtate 1 with my Conq,rour hold, 

And to d:ſcribe each Line muſt look onYou : 


Beauty that can make Shadows Falſe, or True- 


= 


FP 


However go, and her fair Hand alute- 

"Thy want of Merits She wall acre diſpu re. 

S> much of Heav'a reigas in her Generous Heat 
She can give Honours though to uggeſert- , , 4 
If my beſt Hopes prove true,and {þz;prove rad | 
Thou from her Favonrs mayſt Preterment figg.. 
S:e4nay veuchſafe to wear thee at her Breſt, 


Thus Worn, thusRay('d,thus honour'd, &thusBleſt 
Ha 


| Baſe Meteors thus when ray1 on high, ſcem Stars, 


Upon leveral Occaſions. 13.1 
Had.it but half the Love and Aames 1 felt, 
T-would burſt the Chryſtal, and the Gold wou! 4 


' ; [melt 
And atth' approach of ſo ſublime a Bliſs, E 
Break through its Priſon walls to force aKiſs | 
Buc oh that Bleſhing's not for Souls and Sence 
Her Virtues cheriſh nonght bur lanocence. 


Dull PiRure cold and {enceleſs as chou art, 
Thou mayſt preſs neare her Boſume and her yearr. 


LY 


' That Rape'is not forFleſh andBlood defign'd, 


Her Smile's too great ableſſing for Mankind. 
Though thou'rt a poor low Preſent,yet that Scat 
Her Byuſome will enſtall thee Rich and Grear. 

Thy cancel 'd Imperfe@ivns then are ceaſt. 


The Sacred Lodging Conlecrates the Gueſt. qt 
Thy Price is from thy Entertainment given, 2 
T'is theHeaven makes theSaints, &ngt theyHeavg 
Tis thy Exalted tate thy Worth Ceclares, 
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; 'From her fair Hand-thy botrowed Luftre hold.. 
She can lend value to thy worthleſs Golds" 
Burif her favours can the Gift advance, 

| How much would they theOfferers worth inhance? 
Ide tell her, (were it net a thought I find 

Too large tobe to breath and words confin'd) 
How bleſt, how proud, how glorious 1 ſhould be 5 
HowGenerous, how Divine, how Charming ſh*, 
To make her Aas of Grace thus near of Kin, 

To wear his at her Breaſts: and Me within, 


kk. 1 
—_— ty em 


_—— 


A LETT ER ſent from a Gentleman to his Friend: 


EAR Fack f 1 wonder what a devil 
Obliges thee to be ſo Civil, . 


Thas long ro ſtay in Countrey-village, | 
To minde thy There Ploughs and Tillage, 


When 


C) 
Xe 


Upon ſevtral Occafions 


when we, ia Town, for our diverfon, YR 
Drink hard, ſometimes, to cure a Terticu; 
And twenty other things, as He#o+ 

AndY Vench.which(Fack)thou mayſt conjecture3 
V'Vewant thee, *Faith, to help us out here, 
VYVaare damnably put to the Rout-here | 
For t'other day ſeven Bacchanalians 
Fell briskly on us, they were Aliens 
And to thoſe jolly Rites inur'd, 11 
We drunk while drink could be endui'd ; | 
Sev'n Brimmers in a Hand went round, 


In which ſev'n worthy Wights were drown. 

Poor Shallow Ned thatnight lay rough, 

And ever ſince has had a Cough, | 

Which makes Him bark like angry Puppy, | 

'Gainſt thoſe who ſuch large daſcs ſup» ye, 

But wenching ye do's much delight in, 
| 


And is eſteem'd an Arrant Knight is; 
K B:fdes 
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Beſides, the Rogue do's know ſome women w 
That are not Whores, 1 meaa not common. & 
To one of which, who he proteſted | 


Was with all Ornaments inveſted, 4 
He led me——- T| 
When reſt from drink had lent meleiſure, 0 
A Xiſ{sfor wedlock (ack) not pleaſure, M 
Tlaugh'd in ſleeve to think che Youngſter « 
Imagin'd 7 would keep a Longsſtir. pe 
With Complements as for my life, I. 
And all co yoke my ſelf with wife, B. 
Though as 7 {ive I ſtill muſt own, _ 
Her beauty might becomea Throne g | IF 
But 1, like Rogue, inCocrinated, - 
in ſuch /ntrigues devour!y prated " 
Much modiſh Nonſence; which £5 good hap, w 
Or Love wou'd have it, ſtir'd her þ{cod up ” 
Wich iach delight that all our diſcourſe | L 


Wag 


{pon ſeveral Occaſions; 


So free that kiſſes were as common; 

As thoſe we give to naughty woman, 
And mingled palms had bred ſuch hear, 
That all our Love caine out in {weat- 

Of which 7chis took Notice--- Dammee 
Madam, faid 7, your hands are Clamwy. 
She bluſhd and look'd as ifdifpleas'd 
——When [to men] the matter--- 


Laugh'd at my impudence, and this plead. 


But 7le be ſhort, this my firlt viſit, 

So well , on my part did folicit. 

That ere months end ro me, a whole-ag* 
Tof my Miſs had better Knowledge. 
But now methinks 7 ſee thy Grotto 
Where on's inſcrib'd the antient Motto, 
Which us'd to me to be thy Story, 
Debauch'd Young men, Memento Mori, 


£23 


F 


Was from our eyes, where Love had's Courſe: 


Aut 
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| Andnow— | 
Thar thou mayſt ſee 7 makeno waſte on'e, 
L have thought fit togive th' a Taft on't. 
A Memento Mori. 
H 1 the ſad houre 


When fricads ſhall loure - 


—_ OR 


And ſay, Hc's breathing now his laſt, 


* When thoughts of Love and Driak are paſt ; 


When Tyrant Death uſurps that brain, 

W here little Maggot us'd toreign g 

And with its damn'd gamodiſh Witches, 
Polls out the flame of my Caprici's ; 

And with ill taſts that Mouth's infeRing, 
WhichCheatrs inWine was ſtill deteQing, 
When 'ſtead of Frontigniac or Champaign, 
They give me juice of E La Campane 1 
And'ſtead of Songs and bawdy Verſes, 
One Hoepkins's damn'd Rime rehearſes 5 


Another, he falls on his Knees g 


That 


rm wo ft ft > Nie mages © WW ww 


Upon ſeverat Ceraſionse 
That, that alone is a Diſeaſe | 

For (Fack) thou knowſt I ne're could pray, 
Unleſs 'twere on a Holiday 

When Organ, Voice/aad Violin, 


Wheedles our wicked thoughts from fin; 

And thea merkinks I am in Heaven, 

With Bacchss drinking Bri:nmers ſeven, 

When Pan and Phebrs make us Muſick, 

Wirkour which, praying wou'd make you- ſick 

But without Complement or Pray'r, 

Which are bur words, and words bat Air ; . 
Bacchus will take me to his Table, 


And ſeat me 'miiſt the jolly Rabble. 
4 NEW $0ONG. 


F all the briskDancers my Sglcena for me 
() For I love not a woman unleſs ſhe be free, 
The afte&ion that Iro my Myſtriſs do pay, 
Grows weary unleſs ſhe do meet me half-way 


K 3 , |. _ 
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There can beno pleaſure till hamour do hit, 
Then Jumping is as good as affeion in wir, 
No ſooner I came, but ſhe lik'd me as ſoon 


No ſooner I ask'd burShe graunted my boon- 
And without a preamble,a Portion or Joynter, 


She promis'd ro meet me, where ere I appoint her, 


So we ſtruck up the Match, and Embraced each 
(other 


Without the conſent of Father or Mother. 


Then away with the Lady that's Modeſt and Coy | 


Let her end be che pleaſure that we do enjoy. 
Ler her tickle herFancy with ſecret delight, 


And refuſe all the day what ſhe longs for at night | 


I believe my Sallens (ay they are all mad 
iTo pick on dry bones while fleſh may be had. 


T he Pot Rapſodes. 


Leleave the diſh and hugg the Glaſſe, 
E Whatere's the meat give me the ſauce: 


Who 


Upon ſeveral Occaftons 
Who ſwallowsCrit,and never drinks 
Slike him that ſpraks-before he thinks, 


Meat's but a groſs parentheſis, 
No eſſence, bur in liquid bliſs, 


Fove were a mortal-were it not, 
Hee's deified by the Pot ; 


Evyopa ſat not on his Back, 

Had he not ſwam through Seas of Sack. 
le mount my thoughts to Giant height 
I'm Conſtellation in conceir. 

Te pluck down $0,and mount hjs Sphere, 
Then ſallea Daphne ſhall appear 3 

And ſeeing me graſp Phebus rayes, 

Shall tringe and crown me with her Bayes 


Tle rape the Moos ;it ſhall be ſaid, 
Cynthia th chang'd the name ofMaic. 
Her twinkling Girles ſhall all be ta'ne, 
No Virgin left to bear her train: 


The 
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Thus Conquering Sun, Moon and Stars, | 
With gods themſelves Tle wager Warrs, 
Or if on Earth my Minde can reſt, 

Tle bea Monarch at the leaſt. 

Our dull Plebeians ſhall grow quicker, 
Rinctog their muddy brains in liquor + 'Y 
The Miſer then ſhall ſcatter Caſh, 

For Wiae ſhall change his Balderdaſh ; 


And ſing, and drink, and ſing, "pra 
Till every ſubj:& corn a King. 
The Conquer Gods ſhall make us legs, 
Intceating they may ſip the dregs, 
[Thus will we tippletill the World 
Inco Oblivion is kucl'd, 
And when we feel Old- Age doth come; 
Well poſt into Zheium, 
And there our chiefeft Joy ſhall be 
To thiak of palt Felicjtic: 
SONG; 


— —_ 


Upon ſeveral Occafions: 


_—_— 


a SONG. 
T is nor, Chloris, your diſdain 
[ Can ever cover with deſpair, 


» I 


Or in cold Aſhes hide that care; 
Which I have fed with ſo long pain, 
= 


I may perhaps my Eyes refrain, 
And fruitleſs words no more impart, 
But yer (till ſerve, ſtill ſerve you in my heart. 


= — 


What though I ſpend my hapleſs days 
In finding Entertainments out, 
Careleſs of what I go about: 

Or ſeek my peace in $kilful ways, 

| Applying t>my Eyes new Rayes 


—_ ——_— 


Of Bcauty and another flame, 


Unto my heart, my heart is ſtill the ſame- 
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"Tis true, that I could love no face; 
Inhabited by cold diſdain, 
Taking delight tn others pain. 
Your looks are full of native grace, 
Seorn ther2,by chance,alone has place z 


And'tis my hope 7 may in time remove, 


This ſcorn ont day,One day by endleſsLove- 
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H Chloris wou'd the Fates allow. 
We ſtill might love as we love now, 


The world has no ſuch joyes in ſore, 

Fancy it {elf can wiſh no more, 

, For nothing ſure (o ſweet can prove; 
As pleaſures of beginning Love. 

But Love whea to his height acriv'd, 

Of all our Joyes is ſhorteſt liv'd ; 


Ups ſeveral Occafions: 
gis Morning paſt he ſers ſo ſoon, 
That none can find his afternoon ; 
And of that lictle time is lent, 
Halfin unkindnefs is miſpenr, 
Since Fate to Love ſo ſhort life gives, 
And Loves ſo tender while he lives. 
Let us remove mean doubts away, 
$0 to prevent his firſt decay z 
Like Fines, no ſecond wound, Love bears 
But weeps away his life in Tears. 


——— 


To CHLORIS. 


Hlorts, fince'you my paſhon know, 
Andev'ry look my Love does ſhow» 
Figce int'reſt which ſo long did ſway, 


To your ſoft rule at laſt gives ways 
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A ſlave toall the Motions of your Will, OX 
Why would you have me pine and languiſhh till, And 


Ton 
I know you cannot love to ſee "Tis 
The many pains that torture me, To 
: 
When at your feet my («lf 7 lay, 
Too IT 


You always turn your eyes away : 
Beauty a ſoftneſs from its Nature takes; _—_ 


Which cannot look upon the wouuds it makes; 


Nor can your tender breaſt yet be bY, 
From all Arreſts of Paſfion free : V 
-* No, 'tis ſome happier Love, / fear, P 
Has taken up the Lodgings there. L 
While likean importuning Beggar, / . 


Turn'd our 6f doors, muſt thencefgrth Rarve & die 


£TAVIO to PORTIA, | 


| 
| AY the bright Portis, to whoſe (way | 
So many Loyers yield each day, 


Not 


Vpon ſeveral Occafpons: * 
Not be diſpleas'd, if even to her 
OX avio dares his hopes prefer : 

ll, And voys none elſe had e're the pow'r 

To make him love above an hottre : 


Ly 
Tis you have found at once the Art, 
Toconquer and reform his hearr. 

Too much, 'twas giv'a Cinconſtancy before, 


But now 'tis ſo well plac'd,cwill change no more; 


| Your ſcorncan ne're put out that Fire, 
V Vhich your more pow'ctul Eyes iaſpire : « 
Be as diſdainful as you will, 
He'le ſuffer all, and love you ſtil), 


Yet do not you Imperious grow, 


Becauſe his humble flames you know : 
| Noro're your ſlave with rigour reign, 
Becauſe he cannot break his chain, 


_ 


hoZaxMt 
Like King$,who never treat their Subje&s well | Wit! 
When they are once aſſur'd they can't rebel. _ 
He hopes like all great Beautyes you, _— 
Take pleaſures only to ſubdue, ” 
All hearts to fore, but 1 won't chink fit, For 
To torture Slaves that bow toitz . 2 þ 
Sy ſome brave Hero ſeeks to kill, | Al] 
By all the wayes of force and skill- bk. 
While his prond foe maintains the ſtrife, Er 
Bat gives him, when he yields, his lifes | 
Hearts that are hardn'd againſt threatning ſteel, 2 


The gentle tonches of compaſſion feel, 
SONG, , 


Hen as my Thirſss firſt did view me, [ 
With languiſhing and charming eyes, {| 


With many a ſigh he ſeem'd to wooe me. 
And did my foo];ſh heart ſurprize, 


With 


Upon. ſeveral Cerafions. 
ell | With thoſe falſe looks that are in faſhion; 


But I my folly loath ro own, 
efriving to hide that riſing paſſion ; | 


Care'to conceal it made it known. 


For the brisk yourh did ſoon diſcover 1 
3 A mighty tumult in my face, 
| Allthediſorder of a Lover, | 
| When Paſſions combarte in that place; i 1 
| Emboldu'd then he ſtreight drew nigh me 
| With gentle ſweetneſs in his eyes, 


el, | $aying,fair Cels4, do not fly me, 
Or my pgor humble heart deſpiſe. 


A Tribute which 1 ne're did pay yet, #| 
To any Nymph upon the Plain, hs | 
Ard fhould you cruelly betray it 7 


| But oh 1that caution was in vain, 
Yer ſaid I love will ſoon be flying, 
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| | VVhich-ina a moment has irs Birth; 
As the tovearly Flow'rs are dying, 

The very minute they come forth, 


My Love ſaid he from Fate ariſing, 
{/can no more quit then avoid : 
But Love,produc'] from ſlow adviſing, 
By che ſame means might be deſtroy'd. 
Thatwhich I have forthat bright face, is 
A ſympathy,not lazie love. 
The ſteel che Loadſtone thus embraces» 
And of it ſelf will ne're remove: 


Then many am'cous Vows he uſes; 

To vouch his conftancy and truth: 
Hard is that heart that once refuſes 
T, love and truſt the lovely Youth; 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions; 147 
He playes then with my dangling Treſles, 

And humbly gazes on my face. 
2 | Kiſles my hand, my breaſt he preſles, 


a Alais, with too bewitching Grace. 


My blood grew chill, my heart too panting 
Like the gentle Murmuripg Doves; 


The $skillful Youth no cunving wanting 
That fatal minute ſoon improves. 


pe gently then lays me down by him, 


AsSkiog what 6ou'd not deny him, 


| And many wianing Oaths he ſwore, 
| He had $ubdu'd me ſo before. 


Al thes he rob'd me of that treaſure, 


Which ne're can be reſtor'd again, 
L 
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Bur Oh the pain, yet Ohthe pleaſure, If h 
And Oh that both might ſtill remain, [ 

But ſo9n alas from me he parted, But 
And now in vain I make my moan, F 

Since me he falily has deſerted , | For 
Vle ſigh, and pine and dye alone. | My 


SQ NG. 


4 ſham Damon is haughty fand ſeems tode. 
= (viſe; 
C1 Fre- s1elately has worne, 


Y r'+ {rows in his ſoul that his Phillis's eyes ; 
"-re ſhe willing could conquer his ſcorn ; Bl 
1: Jer not preſumprion ſo blind thee fond Damoy 


To thiik that this hnamour ſhall e're bring mY 
(flame on | 


If 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions: 149 
If he had been humble, obliging and free, 
Perhaps 1 had pity'd his pain, 
Bur ſince pride and Jaconſtancy in him 1 ſee 
He ſhall know H' has but lengthen'd his chayn- 
| For now I perceive what the Fop does endeav our” 
| My Arts ſhall detain him my Captive for ever. 


SONG. 


g thou boaſt an Empire Cupid, 
Why do'ſt thou permit thy State, 
Cowardlike as blind as ſtupid z 
To berul'd by a greater Fate. 
Fate in thy affairs ſeems reour, 


Lovers 'ſpite of thee may fall, 
Laſle poor child the art no Proctor 3 


Fate is Governour of all. 
L3 
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Neither have thine Arrows power, 
Since it was my Celig's eyes, 

Blaſted me thou canſt not bow her, 
Save with me ſhe ſympathize, 


Nor e're was that yet procured 
By thine, but b' a nat'ral Art: 

Nature 'twas that firſt inured, 
Joynipg bodies, we!l as hearts. 


SONG w LUCINDA. 


Tha {ince we have confelsd 


To each other,each others love, 


Why ſhould our flames be ſtill ſuppreſsd- 
And not to Action move. 
Botn kindled pt the firſt kind Enterview, 
And d.th with equal care and vigour grew. 


Yo 


Mine 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions: IS: 


Mine (corch'd and ſcorclva, nor durſt your paſſion 


(ſay, 
You lov'd till forc'd they did themſelves betray- 


Now let us ſtudy to improve 
Our Paſſions with that fire, 
That may not quickly waſte our love, 
- But ſtill preſerve deſire- 
And filently enjoy at ſuch a rate, 
That diſtance may our Fancies recreate z 
Dealing our Loves with that equalitie, 
As born together, ſa their Deaths may be. 
Lucinda ſhall but whiſper'd be- 
Us'd as the Names of Saints ; 
Andcall'd on as a Deity 
To ſatisfie Complaints. 
No other wiſhes dare attempt my breaſt, 
Now 'tis with bright Lucinda ſo poſleſs'd. 
She fills my thoughts with glory,then Ile cry 


Lucinda loves ; Lucinda ! (odo I. 
Po 
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To his Miftriſs, 


Flame as ſacred as the vowes of thoſe, 


Who to devotion do their lifes diſpoſe. Ec 

My love has nouriſh'd and to you, wW 
It is an off ring due; 

And with you let it burne, TY ya, 

| 


Though 7 may hope but ſmall return ; 
Yet may my doubtfull choughts have reſt, 


To know 'cis harbour'd in your breaſt, i | 
Where if but kindly cherifh'd 7le not fear, 
But it may kindle the like paſſion there? . 
A flime it is as chaſt as your own thought, | n 
Free from the vices Nature would have taught, | BY 

Refrn'd by virtues that attend, My 


A Lover and a friend, 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
With freedom then you may receive, 
What with ſuch zanocence I gives 


And if Come heart from you't procures; 
Ther's ſtill no fear of hurting yours. 
For in that Love no poyſon is conv-y'd, 
Where friendſhip is the chief ingredient 1m. 12, 


My love thus lodg d I could cont-nted live, 
But when | think how true how much | give; 


Your gen'rous mind bids me e xpect, 
From you the like-effecc, 
Then fear not boldly co beſtow, 
Your love where you in reaſon owe. 
For that and Juſtice too will ſay, 
It is adebt you oughi to pay ; 
But if your inclination diſapprove, 
My re{olution ſhall be ſtil! to love, 


S; 
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| ry now my dear I muſt prevaile, 
I know you'l not deny me, +, 


. For if I wait another gale ; [ 
This fortune then may fly me, | 


Come let's enjoy, Iam reſoly'd, 
There is no danger near us you 
Safe as in Rocks w'are here inyoly d, 


Where none can py nor hear us. 


The pleaſant murmures of the Trees, 
Our gentle whiſpers (mother, 

And fince no Sun nor Moon can fee , 
 Wee'lwiak at one another, 


911ent 


{bow ſeveral Occaſions, 
Silent and vigorous wee'l be, 
As Birds in ourimbraces, 
neither will nor ſhalt thou ſee 
The Language of our faces. 


Our ſouls alone ſhall have diſcourle, 
Till ev'ry ſence is ſtupid; 

And w' are inſpir'd by a freſh force 
To propagate a Cnprd, 


To FLORIDA. 


Lorids, why wilt thou marry, 
Now the World is grown ſo wide, 


Liberty wou'd have you carry, 


TillConvenience make you Bride, 


Hus- 
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Husband is a word ſounds dully, Diſc 
Fic for gravity and Age, Thc 
Dear,my life,my joy ,my bully, I 
Are the words that more ingage. / 
, Th 
I'de not have thee out of faſhion, W 
Whilſt chy youth and beauty holds, 
But to moft have equal paſſion Ar 
And to ſome ſtark kind and cold. 
Humour in the greatcſt lovers, 
Is allow'd r' admit of change, 
Since the wiſe do ſhoot at rovers ; V 
'Tisno crime for us to range 
The diſtracted L OVER to the .tyre of I 
Awake all ye dead. 1 
M'enow in love, but Oh but Oh, | 
Mie ſevere are th' effects that from thence do 


fl w. Dil- 


Yom ſeveral Octaſtons, 

Diſeaſes are trifles to their cruelty, 

Thoſe create but a pain,theſe miſery ; 
Diſtracted ſouls ſo made by Love, 
Are blelt they cannot diſapprove, 

The harſh praQices that fate on them do's throw, 

Whom lov's littleGod by his powee brings to woe3 
Then cruel ſhe, or come or come, 

And allot me thy breaſt, or a tomb, a tomb, 


'Tis nobler far to kill, to kill 
A condemn'd ſlave then to keep him till 
With his breaſt full of horrour expecting the®» 
By'ry moment a death,yet knows not when, 
Conqueſt delay'd in none is brave, 
When they m ay give a ſuddain gr. ve. 
To thoſe that are cloath'd in black deſpair, 
Delayes like ſome poiſons corroſive are, 
Then once more {end chine eye, theine eye, 


That will ſxrely d:ſtroy, an4 I dye 7 dye. 6 
0 


? To LAURINDA, 


Aurind, thon canſt ſhew alone 
More Beauty then was ever ſhown, 


Pyerovy'd and find no (miles, 


Teexpreſs thine eyes by, but thine eyes | . 

Angels we ſee not but by thee, Pu! 

We may conclude ſuch creatures be. Ki! 
Where then we do (0 much perfc&ion find, =—_ 
We know that body muſt have ſuch a minds | Pri 

Thou needſtno Arts nor Artifice, 

For Ornaments but this is this. | 


And mayſt thy ſelf, thy ſelf prefer 
{a Church, or Cougt, or Theatre, 
V Vhere needfull Females ſhew their tricks CP 
As nature too had Hereticks I 


Ang 


Upon ſeverai Cecaſions, 
And this with care ſo plainly have devis's 
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As if 'twere glorious to be ſo diſguigd. 


Happy Laurinds where the gall 
Of cancker'd tongues can neyer fall, 
Whoſe thoughts are fed with Y -ſtall fire, 
And whom both Sexes do admire, 
*Tis you Ilove beyond degree, 
Yet allmoſt chink it blaſphemie 

Put if a Deity can to Love incline, 

Kill me to ſay the bleſſing's mine. 


—_— 


— 


OC _—_— 


Prologue to the Impertinents adled «t the Migdle 
TEMPLE, 

| He Author of this Play comes to receive, 

So final doom which only you can give ; 

Th ill-judgingTown has favour'd what he writ 

Yet what ſo ere they do it is not fic, ; 


'Tſhould paſs for current *cill you licence it. 
Though 
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Though they their favour to him did allow, 


He may be found a MalefaRor now; 


But to your Judgment he muſt humbly bow. 


He by your common law condemn'd mult be, 


Burt for releif flies to your Chauncerie. | 


He fears your Juſtice when you know that he, | 


A Member of chis learn'd Society 2 
Left fruitfull Law for barren Poetry, D: 
Yer (Fathers of the Law) if ye will pleaſe; Tc 
T' anbend your cars, & give your minds ſome eaſe W 
From all the weights which they have born ere { WK 
(while, | A 

He hopes the mirth in's Play may gain your (mile, T 
And he's not ſo far gone but that he ma Y, f 
Plead once before you in a nobler way, b.3 
| 


Prologue 


Upon ſeveral occaſions. 


— —— 


Prologue at Oxford J 


Y Our moſt obliging kindneſs one year ſhown 
A ſecond tim? has brought your Servants 
(down 


From the tumultuous and unlearned Town 
Where Pride and Ignorance in a full cry, 
Dare all the Pow'rs of Art and Wit defie; 
To the calms dwellings of the Muſes here, 
Where all things ſoft and gentle do appear. 

| When ſacred Learning flouriſhes in peace, 

' And without noyſe each moment does encreaſe , 
Hither we come and with ſuch pleaſure too, 
As we cannever hope t'afford to you. 

+ Andyet with this we cannot be content, 


But you muſt pay for our divertiſ:ment : 
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A Lover thus to's Miſtriſs does impart, 
The treaſure of his purſe as well as heart g 
Forthat of which She has an equal part, 

V Vhat pleaſure is it to give you delight, 
When moſt of you are fir ro Judge and write: 
Here none t' appear fantaſtick take grzat pains, 
Or under hage white Perr'wigs have no brains ; 
No Hhluſtring Bullyes come in here half drunk, 


For Chyna Oranges and love to Punck ; 

To fly at Vizard Masks talk Nonſeace loud, 

And with thzir noiſe out- vye Bear-baiting Croud 
Poers ſhould be above ſuch Judges rais'd, 

To becondemn'd by ſuch is to be praisd : 

But to his Nurſery of Art and Wit, 

Our Pozts humbly all their Pens ſubmit. 

To you what 'ere they can invent is due, 

Since all chat's Wit and Art is taught by you. 


Thus Inland Brooks into fhe Ocean flow, 
To 


>Z <= >» & <7 = head 


Hpon ſeveral Ocrifions, 16; 
To which their ſtreams & fountains tno they ow 
But Poets muſt their emptineſs 'E lore, 

'Who ca but give what they rec-iv'd befures 


—_ — _ — 


PROLOGHE to the Ordinary- 


Rom you grave men of buſneſs and of rrade 
Who were for induſtry, not pleaſure, made 
Weiecldom do implore, or hope for aid, 
For we but rarely are obligd by you, 
You come bur when y'ave noching elſeto Go g 
B: fides, our Wie to you nee 5 19 excuſe, 
For yon all Witdolike a Myſt«its aic ; 
A thing you ſeldom ſee, while ſone ar. cloy'd 
With Wit, as witha Wilet oor enjoy'd 5 
Nay, you will think that Wit wii th 1540: 1), 
A Quibble, oralittle Puna cak.s you z 
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'Uine(s does men for buſineſs prepare, MY 


W1. | Wir dcelizohrs in eaſe, and hates all care ; 


Bur to ufc young brisk men who think it fe, 

To ipcnd no Afternoon but in the Pit, 

W h<ther we will or no we muſt ſabmir. 

Some come wit luſity Burgundy half-drunk, 
T'eat China Oranges, make love to Punk , 

And briskly mount a bench when th! A&is done, 
And comb tacir much-lov'd4Periwigs to the tune, 
And can {it out a Play of three houres long, 
Ming no pare of 't outthe Dance or Song z 
Theſ: are our trully [riends, bur ſvine there are, 
Mo!t bloody Judge's, waono Poets ſpare g 

But | !:ave heard ſome irjar'd Authors ſay, 

That theſe moſt parlous cen{'rers of a Play» 
With jittl: Wit which they ſo much employ, 


Which by R-fl-ion only they enjoy, 


Woul4 even tiole from whom they took't dE : 


liroy. J 
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Sn does the fam'd Enlightiner of the Nizht, 
Ecli:ſe the Sun, from whom lad all her tio ht ys 
And thile Mock Criricks hiſs and w! .iſtie loud, 


And with theic noiſe cut- vie Buar-baiti- gCroude 


But Ladies, you are (we-t, an.! ſoft, an. Hrs 
And will c!:e Poet and the Actors ſpares 
But buſy men aud Sparksare we'come now, 
Tie little Mifl.s an! great I adi. s too, 
You altogether myke a N.\ble Sow, 

Yave paid for't, and whatever Poets ſ1y, 


Thiak or ſay whac you pleaſe of this our liy, 


EPILOGUE to the Ordinarys 


nR PROLOGUE huffs, but we are 
houmbl.r now, : 


Auc £.at the ſtorme which hangs upon <ac!: brow, 

S+ in S:a-fights at ficſt ſome have been bold, 

VVhoin the heat took ſhelter in the Held : 

Burt now the danger of your T hunder's nigh, 

VVe have norefuge, but to meicy flic: 

We yield our ſelves, anl you ſo g:n'rous ve, 

$1bmitting foes,though ne're ſo great, yoa'l ſpare, 
Gal! anre, if yare off-nded ar our Play, 

And think w'have courſely created you co Cay x 

Think what a {imine there is now of Wir, 

And that we bring the b-ſt that we caa get , 

We are poor Farmers, aad make homcly fare, 

V Vhile 
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Whi'e our. rich Laadlores may great Fealts pre” 
pare ; 


But their Revenue now is almoſt ſpenr, 
And you with little wit-muft b2 content : 


N-nſence (hall wear the gay diſgniſe of Rhime, 


» 


And thoug! not underſto-d,thall ſweetly clime © 
Nw emp:y ſhows mutt want cf ſenſe ſupply, 

Ar g-1s (hall dance, avd Aacbeths V Vitches fly: ,, 
You thall have ſtorms, thunder & lightning too 
And1 Coajurers raiſe (ſpirits to your views 

. The upp. r Gall'ric ſha! have their deſire, 

Who love a Fool, a Devil and a Friar : 

Damrn'd Plays ſhall d- a/or'd with mighty $-encs 
Any Fuſtian ſha!l b< ſpoke in huge Machines: 
Any we wil puiling ftr-ams aac! fice- works ſhow 
AnJ you may l:ve t> {cc it rain and ſnow, 

$ Poets ſave thtir wit they carenot hw, 


This all ouc Scriblers can per 0: m with cal-. 
M 3 Tickl 
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Tickle the fools, though not the Witty pleaſe; 
If you *xp*R erue Com: dy agen, 

Ti:ar revreſ-nts not Monſters, but ſhows mea z 


Your exp:ation will be cro{s'd, we fear, 


For we have liccle hop? to re ſuch here. 


= _——_—_—_ 
—— 


A Prolozue jpoken at Court tothe Empereſa of Mos 


rocco, 
| HE mighty Army now aſſembled here, 
Of dregitul Cr.acks will might make us 
, { car - - 
3 


Bur. Sir, to your Prot-Rivn we retire z 

No Foe (we koow ) will at your quarters fire, 
Though n.'re tv bal, of you bur grace our P.ay, 
V Veani cur Poet thal! be fate tro day : 

Y uc Royal ſtamp can mak all men-y paſs, 


Aud none dares clip your Cuingtho' bur of braſs: 
Our 


ww) ef Bs wo 


Upon ſeveral Occaſions, 179 
Our valiant Hero's, like th-ir Ladi:'s, quate, 
And they(poor ſouls)all wiſh they now could take 
Moro: c0's deepeſt black their Che ks to hide, 
Thar when they bluſh, it might by nune b- ſpy'd, 
Like baſhful Brices call'd ro the Marriage bed, 
They can't go back, and dare not forward rrea”, 
But you, great Sir, may ſoon remove their t-are» 


And calc thoſe hearts where you've the greatc lt 
ſharc, 


You with a ſmile can troubled minds allure, 
As with a Touch you ſickly bois cure. 

To the Andience. 
Now Gallants, ſomehing ſh ouli to you be f2if 
Burt Brauty bertcr much wen Wit cau plugs 
None will this fair Pc titioner with lian ; 


| 


I can but only beg; She.may commaui, 


M4 
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Sp-bey by the Lady Elizabeth Howard. 


As tia.'rovs Fay*rites that have lighted long 


A Fadion, which ar laſt they finde grow ſtrong » 
Think with themſclvs how they betime maycloſe 


And make a Peace with th ir prevailing foes: 
S our young T.a4ies almoſt dead with fear, 
Refle& on 3ll they may have anger'd here : 
And with a. flattcring Prologu: would <xcale 
Theſcornani rig »:r which th:y ance did ale. 
This humbic Errand 1 am tent to do2, 

Bu: ic woul.! il! Þ-cme ou: S: x to Wo2, 

No: ſh:]! we oced it ſure to ſuch as you. 

M: chuiks you thouid not rail at us to day, 
na you are r00 galiant co minde the Play. 

Pur though you ao, w- hope at laſt each ſcene 


V Viaere we thall act, will takc,ctho? ne're ſo mean; 
Ja 


Upon [everal Occafions. 171 
In 2 fine Ladics Mouth all fine will ſhow, 


As win''s blow ſw-et when they throngh Gar” 
d- ns blow. 


Ofe w: 11 che Power we put into your hands, 
And know, long at 1's height no Empire ſtands. 
You were at ours, we at your mercy now, 

And mutt like V :fſa!ls to our Vaſſals bow z 

Y-c my brisx Monſfievrs, be not too ſevere, 
Yave bur a little rime to dominere, 

And every Jeſt of yours may coſt you dear: 

Tis butliks Royal flaves, this night you reign 


' The Play once Cone,we ſhall be crown'd again, 


And you, pour Caprtives, muſt reſume yourC hain, 
Then do your wwr{t, we will the ſhock abide» 
You can at moſt but a fciga'd Love deride, 
VVhen in g901 earneſt you ſhall come to woo, 

It will be thea our tu;n to laugN at you, 


EE MP 


= : | EP. _ 
| To 
Angther Prologue ſpoke at Crur: to the Empereſs of | 
Marocco, For 
IT has of late took np a trick t* appear, _ 
Unmannerly, or at the: beft (vere: An 
And Poets ſhare the Fate by which we fall, "_ 
V Via kindly we attempt to pleaſe you all. : 
Ml 
'Tis hard, your ſcorn ſhould againſt ſuch preyail, Or 
Whoſe ends are to divert you, tho' they fail. 
"I T 
You Mea would thiak ic an ill-natur'd Jeſt, Fr 
Should we laugh at you when you did you: bits Ge 
Then rail not here, though you ſee reaſon for't T 
If Wit can frade ir ſelf ao better (port. f 
Wirisa very fooliſh thing at Court, / 


VVits buſ'neſs is to pleaſe, and notto fright, p, 
Tis no Wit to be always in the right, $ 


wwH1& -none, whodare beſo ty = 


Upon [everal Occaſions. 

| Few ſoill-bred will venture to a Play, . 

| To (py cut faults in what we V Vomen ſay 
Foc us ao matter what we ſpeak, but how, 


f 


How kindly can we ſay---Ihate you now. 
And forthe men, if you'l laugh ar'em, co 5 


Thiy minde themſelves {0 much, they'll nefre 
mind? you, ---- 


Bvr why do 1 deſcend to loſea Prayer 

On hoſe ſmall Saints in Wir, the God fits there. 
T : you (Gr:at Sir) my Meſſage hither tenc's, 
From Youth and Beauty your Allics and Friends» 
See my Credentials written in my Face, 

They chall-nge your ProteQion inthis place, 
And Licher come with ſuch a force of charmes, 


As may give Check even to your proſp'rous 
-"ricsS: 


} Millions of C»pids hovering in the Rear," 
Like Eaglcs following, fatal Troon- evr 
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All waiting for the laughter, which draws nigh» 
Of thoſe bold Gazers, who this Night muſt dy» 


Nor can you *{cape our ſoft Captivirie, EE 
From which old Age alone mult (t you free. 
Thentremble at the fatal Conſcquronce---- 

Since, 'tis well known for y-ur owa part (Great 

; Priaace) "om 
Gaiaſt us you ftill have ma le a weak d. fenceire, ; 
Be gen'rous, and wiſe, and take our part z = 
Remember we have eyes, and youa heart. x 
Elſe you may find, too late, that we are things Dor 
Born to kill vaſſals, and to conquer Kings. Par 


But oh 1 to what vain Conqueſt I pretend, 
VVhilſt Zove is our Commander, and your Friend. 
Pur viQory your Empire more aſſures, 

For £ove will ever mak; the Triumph yours, 


pon fevers Occaſions. | 


A SONG. 
Orgive me Jove ! 
a j Or, if chere be a kinder god above» 


Forgive a Rebc1 to the Power of Love: 
Hear me (kind Cupid) and accept my Vow, 
Mine, who de vout!y at tl y Altar Bow; 
O ! hear me now: 
Dorinda hear , and what I ve done amiſs 
Pardon, and ſ-al that pardon with a Kiſs. 
Stay! methinks the melting Saint, 
Kin)y Ecchoes my complaints 
Look/!1 fancy 7 deſcry 
Fity dropping from her ey; 
Haik ! the ſays Philandey live, 


All chy Ecrours / forgive: 
And 
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And now, ah me ! to repent 7 begin, | 
That agaiaſt ſo mu<h goodne!(s 7 ever ſhould Sin; | 
- But never again, oh 1 never will 7, 
Offend my Dorinds, for Loouer 7le dye. 


SONG. 


\ H Cruel Eyes ! that firſt enflam'd 
My poor reſiſtleſs heart ; 
That, when I would my thoughts have blam'd 


they ſtill encreaſe rhe ſmart : 


W hat pow,r above 
Creates ſuch Love. 


' To languiſh with deſire 
May ſome diſdain 


Encreaſe my pain, 


Or may the game expire, 


An 


It 


7; 
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And yet Idieto think how ſoon 
My wiſhes may return, 

If flightcd, and my hopes once gone, 
I muſt in filence mourn - 


Then Tyranneſs 

D » but expreſs, 
The Myſtry of your pow'r, 

*tisa$ {0n ſaid, 

You'll lc ve and wed 


As ſtudying tor an hour. 
I yield to Fate, though your fair eyes 
Have made the pow'r your owns 
Twas they vid firſt my heart ſurprize, 
Dear Nymph 'twas they atone? 
For !:0nur*s {a ke, 
Your h:cart awake, 


And let your pity move: 
Leſt IN Cc {pair 
Of on: to fair, 

7 bid avicu to Love. 


A SONG. 


Ay ! let mealone, | 
N. proteſt lis be gone; | 
'Tis a folly to thiak I'le be ſubj:& to One : 

Never hope to Coafine | 


IEICE conn 


A Young Gallant to dine, 
Like a Scholar of 0xford.on naught bur the Loyn: 
For, after Enjoyment, our Bellies arc full 3 
Aad the ſame diſh again makes the App<tite dull. | 


By your Wantoning Art ; 
Of a Sigh, and a Starr, 
You endeavour, in vain, to inveigle my heart ? 
For the Pretty Diſguiſe 
Of your Languiſhing Ey-s, 
Will never prevail with wy Sinews to riſe: 


And 


— rr ON 
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Agd *twes never theMcde,in an Amorons Treat, 
When & Lover has din'd,rto perſwaJe him to ear, 


#pon ſeveral Occaſions. 


Faith Betty the T-ſt 
f; almoſt ac the beſt, 
Tis on!y variety makes up the Feaſt 2 
For wacn we ve enjoy'd ; 
And with pleaſures are cloy'd ? 
The vows, thac we made to love, ever or void: 
Aad you know, pretty Nymph, it was ever unfic, 
That a meal ſhould be made of a Reliſhing Bir. 


— 


| — 
es 


A SONG '- the Dutch- Lover. 


. n P 
Mintss bid me to a Grove, 


Where all the Trees did ſhade us, 
The San it (elf,though it had ftroye, 


It could not have betray'd us, 


N The 
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T he place, (crur'd from Humane eyes, you 
No other fear allows, Ly 
Bu;, when the Wind dorh gently riſe, yo 
To kils the yeilding boug hs, 
(2) mY 
Down there we ſat upon the Moſle, 
And did bgia to play, 
A thouſand wanton tricks t0 paſſe 5 
The heat of all the dayz | An 
A many kifles he did give, Wl! 
And 1 return'd the ſame, 
Which made me willing to receive. To 
That which I dare not name, 
(3) | 
Þ:35 Charming Eyes no Aid requir'd ny 
40 tu Lcaram'rons tales fog | My 
On ict LLU6 Was Alicauy fir'd, | ww 


'Iwas calle t prevail : 
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He did but kifſe, and claſp me round, 
Whilſt thoſe his thoughts exprelſsd, 
And laid me ſoftly on the ground, 

Oil who can gueſsthe reſt. 


SONG. 


The time chart is paſt, 
When (he held me ſo faſt, 
And declar'd that her honcur no lorger could laſt 


| + light, buc her languiſhiog eyes did ap- 
pear 


To jr: vent all excuſes of bluſh:s and fear, 
| \W hen ſhe fightd and unlac'c, 
| Withiſuch crembling and haſte, 
As if ſh bad long 4 to be cloter embrac'd, 
| My Lips the (weet pleaſure of K ſes enjoy'sd, 


While my hand was in ſ-ech of hid ereature £18s 
ploy'c. N 2 Wi 
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My heartſct on fire , 
V Vichche aames s of dcſire, —_ 
} boldly purſu'd wat lhe ſcem'd to require 
- Bur ſhe cry'd for pity ſake, change yourill mind, | 
Pray Amirtas be civil, orTle be unkind, | 


T 
Peer Amijntas, ſhe cii:s, & 

Then ca{ts down her eyes, To 
' And in Kifl:s ſhe gives, what in words ſhe denies, As' 


Too turr of my Conqueſt 7 purpoſ'd to ſtay 
Till her free comfont had more ſweetned the prey. 


Burt too lare Phoovun 


For hcr palit9o4 wis.done g 


Now, Amzntas, lhe ctics,' 1 willnever be won; 


| , | A' 

Your tears,and yourCourtſhip,no pity can move,  } E 
, _ —PYP- -- | 

For you've ſtightcs the Critical minuteof Love; - | A 


SONG 


| Uyin ſeviral Otcafunn Tz 


'Y FLALSF? | 48.4" 


Song # on the London Ladies 
Oo, 

Ime was.thou muft dwindle thy mony and tim® 
Aid; the deareſt of all thy rigour, and prime 
Tt Court a coy Miſtris, that long'd for't #5 muck 
As thou-couldſt deſire tq give her a ronch: 
But now the. rate's knowng the beſt will carn up 
Foe a Guiny, a Puller, and t 'other old cup 

A World'tis of pleaſure, one Necklace of Pearl 
Will con jure the richeft, or modeſteſt Girh | 

| (2) 

All Trade is for gain, all Commodities fold, 
Fear not z for thy coyn thou mayſt jaſtly be bolgs 
A pox on fine words g the contemplative fgg1 


| Talks of Love, and of flam? z an 0h '/what mis-rule; 
| Theſe 


vu; bY Nh ao F.. 


Theſe keep in his heart : now a fi oh, then a groanz 


And her very.jec2's. ſufficient alone _ 


To fill him with raptures, ſweet dreams,an4 what 


not ! wk] noboo 1h ag nc 
VVhea alas : all the while her dames areas hoe; 


\t / 
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12 compangnich hergeach glan ance drops a Charm, | 


Agd he Lg. him her hand, .to keep . him till 


7.0001 Tt 


For Any is this man ile dligries her lewd life, 
To cloik With e<hef ſerious nate of 2 Wife * 
To che moJeſt all diſtance,with thoſe that are free 
$1e can rick[eygnd kibs, and kinder yet be : 

Adieu to fond Courtſhip, a' i Arguments lie,” 

la the briskeſt aſſault, when the pockets let fie. 

= "8 BY 

Ldve is baniſh' the world, and vertue is gba 
To ſome private receſs, to lament all alone y | 


For 


Upon ſeveral Occafpons. 185 
For now ſhe grows barren, and none of her race 
Can be found either with,or without a g 00d face* 
To the Mal, to the Park,to the Pir,or the Box , 


Where yon will, you can't miſs : there's meat for 
the Cocks. 


And thus will it be, for old Ze at the firſt, 


And her Daughters e're ſince have mace all Men 
accurſt- 


| — Se 


” 


